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Mark was eleven and had been smoking off and otwforyears, never trying to quit but
being careful not to get hooked. He preferred Kauais ex-father's brand, but his mother
smoked Virginia Slims at the rate of two packs g, @ad he could in an average week
pilfer ten or twelve from her. She was a busy woméh many problems, perhaps a

little naive when it came to her boys, and she ndweamed her eldest would be smoking
at the age of eleven.

Occasionally Kevin, the delinquent two streets pweruld sell Mark a pack of stolen
Marlboros for a dollar. But for the most part helha rely on his mother's skinny
cigarettes.

He had four of them in his pocket that afternooh@sed his brother, Ricky, age eight,
down the path into the woods behind their traikerkp Ricky was nervous about this, his
first smoke. He had caught Mark hiding the cigasth a shoebox under his bed day
before, and threatened to tell all if his big bestdidn't show him how to do it. They
sneaked along the wooded trail, headed for oneavkd secret spots where he'd spent
many solitary hours trying to inhale and blow smakes.

Most of the other kids in the neighborhood were in¢er and pot, two vices Mark was
determined to avoid. Their ex-father was an alachwho'd beaten both boys and their
mother, and the beatings always followed his nbetyts with beer. Mark had seen and
felt the effects of alcohol. He was also afraidinigs.

"Are you lost?" Ricky asked just like a little bnet as they left the trail and waded
through chest-high weeds.

"Just shut up,” Mark said without slowing. The otifyie their father had spent at home
was to drink and sleep and abuse them. He wasmgmmethank heavens. For five years
Mark had been in charge of Ricky. He felt like &ven-year-old father. He'd taught him
how to throw a football and ride a bike. He'd expa what he knew about sex. He'd
warned him about drugs, and protected him fromidmllAnd he felt terrible about this
introduction to vice. But it was just a cigarettecould be much worse. ,

The weeds stopped and they were under a largavitie@ rope hanging from a thick
branch. A row of bushes yielded to a small clegrargl beyond it an overgrown dirt road
disappeared over a hill. A highway could be hearthe distance.



Mark stopped and pointed to a log near the ropethigre," he instructed, and Ricky
obediently backed onto the log and glanced aroan@asly as if the police might be
watching. Mark eyed him like a drill sergeant wipleking a cigarette from his shirt
pocket. He held it with- his right thumb and indager, and tried to be casual about it.
"You know the rules," he said, looking down at

Ricky. There were only two rules, and they hadwuised them a dozen times during the
day, and Ricky was frustrated at being treateddikild. He rolled his eyes away and
said, "Yeah, if | tell anyone, you'll beat me up."

"That's right."

Ricky folded his arms. "And | can smoke only orgea."

"That's right. If | catch you smoking more thantitihen you're in trouble. And if | find
out you're drinking beer or messing with drugsnthe

"I know, I know. You'll beat me up again."
"Right."
"How many do you smoke a day?"

"Only one," Mark lied. Some days, only one. Somgsdéhree or four, depending on
supply. He stuck the filter between his lips likgangster.

"Will one a day kill me?" Ricky asked.

Mark removed the cigarette from his lips. "Not amg soon. One a day is pretty safe.
More than that, and you could be-in trouble.”

"How many does Mom smoke a day?"

"Two packs."

"How many is that?"

"Forty."

"Wow. Then she's in big trouble.”

"Mom's got all kinds of troubles. | don't think &hevorried about cigarettes.”

"How many does Dad smoke a day?"



"Four or five packs. A hundred a day."

Ricky grinned slightly. "Then he's gonna die saaght?"

"I hope so. Between staying drunk and chainsmolkedjl be dead in a few years."

"It's when you light the new one with the old oheish he'd smoke ten packs a day."
"Me too." Ricky glanced toward the small clearingldahe dirt road. It was shady and
cool under the tree, but beyond the limbs the sas bvight. Mark pinched the filter with
his thumb and index finger and sort of waved iobethis mouth. "Are you scared?" he
sneered as only big brothers can.

"No."

"l think you are. Look, hold it like this, okay?"eHvaved it closer, then with great drama
withdrew it and stuck it between his lips. Rickytalzed intently.

Mark lit the cigarette, puffed a tiny cloud of snegkhen held it and admired it. "Don't try
to swallow the smoke. You're not ready for that yast suck a little then blow the smoke
out. Are you ready?"

"Will it make me sick?"

"It will if you swallow the smoke." He took two quk drags and puffed for effect. "See.
It's really easy. I'll teach you how to inhale fdte

"Okay." Ricky nervously reached out with his thuard index finger, and Mark placed
the cigarette carefully between them. "Go ahead.”

Ricky eased the wet filter to his lips. His handakand he took a short drag and blew
smoke. Another short drag. The smoke never gotlpadtont teeth. Another drag. Mark
watched carefully, hoping he would choke and coarggh turn blue, then get sick and
never smoke again.

"It's easy," Ricky said proudly as he held the @g¢fa and admired it. His hand was
shaking.

"It's no big deal."
"Tastes kind of funny."
"Yeah, yeah." Mark sat next to mm on me iug andégucanother one from his pocket.

Ricky puffed rapidly. Mark lit his, and they satsitence under the tree enjoying a quiet
smoke.



"This is fun," Ricky said, nibbling at the filter.
"Great. Then why are your hands shaking?"
"They're not."

"Sure."

Ricky ignored this. He leaned forward with his ellsoon his knees, took a longer drag,
then spat in the dirt like he'd seen Kevin andhiigeboys do behind the trailer park. This
was easy.

Mark opened his mouth into a perfect circle andmafited a smoke ring. He thought this
would really impress his little brother, but thegifailed to form and the gray smoke
dissipated.

"l think you're too young to smoke," he said.

Ricky was busy puffing and spitting, and thorougéihjoying this giant step toward
manhood. "How old were you when you started?" kees

"Nine. But | was more mature than you."
"You always say that."
"That's because it's always true.”

They sat next to each other on the log under #ee smoking quietly and staring at the
grassy clearing beyond the shade. Mark was innfiaace mature than Ricky at the age of
eight. He was more mature than any kid his aged Ble/ays been mature. He had hit his
father with a baseball bat when he was seven. fibevaath had not been pretty, but the
drunken idiot had stopped beating their motherr&lmad been many fights and many
beatings, and Dianne Sway had sought refuge andeaftem her eldest son. They had
consoled each other and conspired to survive. @itey me Deatings. They had plotted
ways to protect Ricky. When he was nine, Mark cooed her to file for divorce. He had
called the cops when his father showed up drure ating served with divorce papers.
He had testified in court about the abuse and oegled beatings. He was very mature.

Ricky heard the car first. There was a low, rustlsiagnd coming from the dirt road.
Then Mark heard it, and they stopped smoking.

"Just sit still," Mark said softly. They did not m=
A long black, shiny Lincoln appeared over the dligii and eased toward them. The

weeds in the road were as high as the front buniberk dropped his cigarette to the
ground and covered it with his shoe. Ricky didshee.



The car slowed almost to a stop as it neared teiolg, then circled around, touching
the tree limbs as it moved slowly. It stopped axktl the road. The boys were directly
behind it and hidden from view. Mark slid off thegland crawled through the weeds to a
row of brush at the edge of the clearing. Rickyolwkd. The rear of the Lincoln was
thirty feet away. They watched it carefully. It hiaguisiana license plates.

"What's he doing?" Ricky whispered.

Mark peeked through the weeds. "Shhhhh!" He hadd&taries around the trailer park
of teenagers using these woods to meet girls an#emot, but this car did not belong to
a teenager. The engine quit, and the car jusheeat in the weeds for a minute. Then the
door opened, and the driver stepped into the waedsdooked around. He was a chubby
man in a black suit. His head was fat and roundvatttbut hair except for neat rows
above the ears and a black-and-gray beard. He &drtdbthe rear of the car, fumbled
with the keys, and finally opened the trunk. He oged a water hose, stuck one end into
the exhaust pipe, and ran the other end througack in the left rear window. He closed
the trunk, looked around again as if he were expgtd be watched, then disappeared
into the car.

The engine started.

"Wow," Mark said softly, staring blankly at the car

"What's he doing?" Ricky asked.

"He's trying to kill himself."

Ricky raised his head a few inches for a bettewvi¢ don't understand, Mark."

"Keep down. You see the hose, right? The fumes trartail pipe go into the car, and it
kills him."

"You mean suicide?"
"Right. | saw a guy do it like this in a movie orice

They leaned closer to the weeds and stared apserunning from the pipe to the
window. The engine idled smoothly.

"Why does he want to kill himself?" Ricky asked.
"How am | supposed to know? But we gotta do somgthi

"Yeah, let's get the hell outta here."



"No. Just be still a minute.”
"I'm leaving, Mark. You can watch him die if you mtao, but I'm gone."

Mark grabbed his brother's shoulder and forcedlbwer. Ricky's breathing was heavy
and they were both sweating. The sun hid behiddwdc

"How long does it take?" Ricky asked, his voicevguing.

The brother and eased onto all fours.

"You stay here, okay. If you move, I'll kick youilt"

"What're you doing, Mark?"

"Just stay here. | mean it." Mark lowered his thaady almost to the ground and crawled
on elbows and knees through the weeds toward th&lsa grass was dry and at least
two feet tall. He knew the man couldn't hear hiot, lie worried about the movement of
the weeds. He stayed directly behind the car addshke-like on his belly until he was
in the shadow of the trunk. He reached and caxeéalbed the hose from the tail pipe,
and dropped it to the ground. He retraced his il a bit more speed, and seconds
later was crouched next to Ricky, watching and iwgiin the heavier grass and brush
under the outermost limbs of the tree. He knew ffithey were spotted, they could dart
past the tree and down their trail and be gonerbefe chubby man could catch them.
They waited. Five minutes passed, though it sedike@n hour.

"You think he's dead?" Ricky whispered, his voicg @hd weak.

"l don't know."

Suddenly, the door opened, and the man steppetiewras crying and mumbling, and
he staggered to the rear of the car, where helsaWdse in the grass, and cursed it as he
shoved it back into the tail pipe. He held a batfievhiskey and looked around wildly at
the trees, then stumbled back into the car. He nedirto himself as he slammed the
door.

The boys watched in horror.

"He's crazy as hell,” Mark said faintly.

"Let's get out of here," Ricky said.

we can ... knew about it, then we could get irkaltls of trouble.”

Ricky raised his head as if to retreat. "Then wa'wiell anybody. Come on, Mark!"



Mark grabbed his shoulder again and forced hinméoground. "Just stay down! We're
not leaving until | say we're leaving!"

Ricky closed his eyes tightly and started cryingrkishook his head in disgust but didn't
take his eyes off the car. Little brothers were enoouble than they were worth. "Stop
it," he growled through clenched teeth.

"I'm scared."

"Fine. Just don't move, okay. Do you hear me? Dualte. And stop the crying." Mark
was back on his elbows, deep in the weeds and pngpa ease through the tall grass
once more.

"Just let him die, Mark," Ricky whispered betweebs

Mark glared at him over his shoulder and easedratee car, which was still running.
He crawled along his same trail of lightly tramplgdss so slowly and carefully that
even Ricky, with dry eyes now, could barely see.lieky watched the driver's door,
waiting for it to fly open and the crazy man todenout and kill Mark. He perched on his
toes in a sprinter's stance for a quick getawaguiin the woods. He saw Mark emerge
under the rear bumper, place a hand for balandkeotaillight, and slowly ease the hose
from the tail pipe. The grass crackled softly amelweeds shook a little and Mark was
next to him again, panting and sweating and, oddtyling to himself.

They sat on their legs like two insects under thuesh, and watched the car.
"What if he comes out again?" Ricky asked. "Whéieifsees us?"

"He can't see us. But if he starts this way, jabw me. We'll be gone before he can
take a step.”

"Why don't we go now?"

Mark stared at him fiercely. "I'm trying to saves Hiife, okay? Maybe, just maybe, he'll
see that this is not working, and maybe he'll detid should wait or something. Why is
that so hard to understand?"

"Because he's crazy. If he'll kill himself, therlliall us. Why is that so hard to
understand?"”

Mark shook his head in frustration, and suddendydbor opened again. The man rolled
out of the car growling and talking to himself, astdmped through the grass to the rear.
He grabbed the end of the hose, stared at itigigt wouldn't behave, and looked
slowly around the small clearing. He was breatliegvily and perspiring. He looked at
the trees, and the boys eased to the ground. ledadown, and froze as if he suddenly



understood. The grass was slightly trampled ardbedear of the car and he knelt as if
to inspect it, but then crammed the hose backtiddail pipe instead and hurried back to
his door. If someone was watching from the treessédemed not to care. He just wanted
to hurry up and die.

The two heads rose together above the brush, suajiew inches. They peeked through
the weeds for a minute. Ricky was ready to runNbaitk was thinking.

"Mark, please, let's go," Ricky pleaded. "He alnsast us. What if he's got a gun or
something?"

"If he had a gun, he'd use it on himself."

Ricky bit his lip and his eyes watered again. Hé haver won an argument with his
brother, and he would not win this one.

Another minute passed, and Mark began to fidg#ittr{f one more time, okay. And if he
doesn't give up, then we'll get outta here. | psanokay?"

Ricky nodded reluctantly. His brother stretchech@stomach and inched his way
through the weeds into the tall grass. Ricky witiegltears from his cheek with his dirty
fingers.

The lawyer's nostrils flared as he inhaled mightidg exhaled slowly and stared through
the windshield while trying to determine if anytbe precious, deadly gas had entered
his blood and begun its work. A loaded pistol waglee seat next to him. A half-empty
fifth of Jack Daniel's was in his hand. He took@ screwed the cap on it, and placed it
on the seat. He inhaled slowly and closed his &ysavor the gas. Would he simply drift
away? Would it hurt or burn or make him sick beforfnished him off? The note was
on the dash above the steering wheel, next totke lwjtpills.

He cried and talked to himself as he waited forgae to hurry, dammit!, before he'd give
up and use the gun. He was a coward, but a veeyrdigted one, and he much preferred
this sniffing and floating away to sticking a gumhis mouth.

He sipped the whiskey, and hissed as it burnedsatescent. Yes, it was finally working.
Soon, it would all be over, and he smiled at hifniselhe mirror because it was working
and he was dying and he was not a coward aftet &dlok guts to do this.

He cried and muttered as he removed the cap aflinskey bottle for one last swallow.
He gulped, and it ran from his lips and trickletbihis beard.

He would not be missed. And although this thouglou$d have been painful, the lawyer
was calmed by the knowledge that no one would grielis mother was the only person
in the world who loved him, and she'd been dead years so this would not hurt her.



There was a child from the first disastrous magjagdaughter he'd not seen in eleven
years, but he'd been told she had joined a culinasdas crazy as her mother.

It would be a small funeral. A few lawyer buddieslgperhaps a judge or two would be
there all dressed up in dark suits and whispermaprtantly as the piped-in organ music
drifted around the near-empty chapel. No tears.laWwgers would sit and glance at their
watches while the minister, a stranger, sped thrdbg standard comments used for dear
departed ones who never went to church.

It would be a ten-minute job with no frills. Thetamn the dash required the body to be
cremated.

"Wow," he said softly as he took another sip. Haéd the bottle up, and while gulping
glanced in the rearview mirror and saw the weedgenb@hind the car.

Ricky saw the door open before Mark heard it.dwflopen, as if kicked, and suddenly
the large, heavy man with the red face was runthirgugh the weeds, holding on to the
car and growling. Ricky stood, in shock and fead et his pants.

Mark had just touched the bumper when he hearddbe He froze for a second, gave a
quick thought to crawling under the car, and th&th@on nailed him. His foot slipped as
he tried to stand and run, and the man grabbed"l¥iou! You little bastard!" he
screamed as he grabbed Mark's hair and flung htmtbe trunk of the car. "You little
bastard!" Mark kicked and squirmed, and a fat hrelagped him in the face. He kicked
once more, not as violently, and he got slappethaga

Mark stared at the wild, glowing face just inchesg. The eyes were red and wet.
Fluids dripped from" the nose and chin. "You litti@stard,” he growled through
clenched, dirty teeth.

When he had him pinned and still and subdued,a¥wgédr stuck the hose back into the
exhaust pipe, then yanked Mark off the trunk bydukar and dragged him through the
weeds to the driver's door, which was open. Hentlihe kid through the door and
shoved him across the black leather seat.

Mark was grabbing at the door handle and seardbintipe door lock switch when the
man fell behind the steering wheel. He slammedithar behind him, pointed at the door
handle, and screamed, "Don't touch that!" Thenaokivanded Mark in the left eye with
a vicious slap.

Mark shrieked in pain, grabbed his eyes and beat, ®tunned, crying now. His nose
hurt like hell and his mouth hurt worse. He waszyiAe tasted blood. He could hear the
man crying and growling. He could smell the whiskeyl see the knees of his dirty, blue
jeans with his right eye. The left was beginningweell. Things were blurred.



The fat lawyer gulped his whiskey and stared atkylho was all bent over and shaking
at every joint. "Stop crying," he snarled.

Mark licked his lips and swallowed blood. He rublilee knot above his eye and tried to
breathe deeply, still staring at his jeans. Agtir,man said, "Stop crying," so he tried to
stop.

The engine was running. It was a big, heavy, quaet but Mark could hear the engine
humming very softly ~ somewhere far away. He tursied/ly and glanced at the hose
winding through the rear window behind the drivke lan angry snake sneaking toward
them for the kill. The fat man laughed.

"l think we should die together,” he announcedpfl sudden very composed.

Mark's left eye was swelling fast. He turned hisidtlers and looked squarely at the man,
who was even larger now. His face was chubby, daedwas bushy, the eyes were still
red and glowed at him like a demon in the dark.®M@as crying. "Please let me out of
here," he said, lip quivering, voice cracking. ¢

The driver stuck the whiskey bottle in his moutld &urned it up. He grimaced and
smacked his lips. "Sorry, kid. You had to be a @a#®, had to stick your dirty little nose
into my business, didn't you? So | think we shaliltogether. Okay? Just you and me,
pal. Off to la-la land. Off to see the wizard. Stveleeams, kid."

Mark sniffed the air, then noticed the pistol lyingtween them. He glanced away, then
stared at it when the man took another drink fromtottle.

"You want the gun?" the man asked.

"No sir."

"So why are you looking at it?"

"l wasn't."

"Don't lie to me, kid, because if you do, I'll kyjbu. I'm crazy as hell, okay, and I'll kill
you." Though tears flowed freely from his eyes,\Joge was very calm. He breathed
deeply as he spoke. "And besides, kid, if we'rengdme pals, you've got to be honest
with me. Honesty's very important, you know? Now ydu want the gun?"

“No sir."

"Would you like to pick up the gun and shoot mehwif"

"No sir."



"I'm not afraid of dying, kid, you understand?"
"Yes sir, but | don't want to die. | take care of mother and my little brother."”
"Aw, ain't that sweet. A real man of the house."

He screwed the cap onto the whiskey bottle, theldenly grabbed the pistol, stuck it
deep into his mouth, curled his lips around it, bvaked at Mark, who watched every
move, hoping he would pull the trigger and hopiegaouldn't. Slowly, he withdrew the
barrel from his mouth, kissed the end of it, themfed it at Mark.

"I've never shot this thing, you know," he said @émin a whisper. "Just bought it an
hour ago at a pawnshop in Memphis. Do you thitikntrk?"

"Please let me out of here."

"You have a choice, kid," he said, inhaling theisile fumes. "I'll blow your brains out,
and it's over now, or the gas'll get you. Your cldi

Mark did not look at the pistol. He sniffed the aird thought for an instant that maybe
he smelled something. The gun was close to his.{@day are you doing this?" he
asked.

"None of your damned business, okay, kid. I'm noksy. Over the edge. | planned a
nice little private suicide, you know, just me angl hose and maybe a icw pius and
some whiskey. Nobody looking for me. But, no, yavé to get cute. You little bastard!"
He lowered the pistol and carefully placed it oa seat. Mark rubbed the knot on his
forehead and bit his lip. His hands were shakingjlapressed them between his legs.

"We'll be dead in five minutes,"” he announced adflg as he raised the bottle to his lips.
"Just you and me, pal, off to see the wizard."

Ricky finally moved. his teeth chattered and hangwere wet, but he was thinking now,
moving from his crouch onto his hands and kneessaridng into the grass. He crawled
toward the car, crying and gritting his teeth asliceon his stomach. The door was about
to fly open. The crazy man, who was large but quibuld leap from nowhere and grab
him by the neck, just like Mark, and they'd all dighe long black car. Slowly, inch by
inch, he pushed his way through the weeds.

Mark slowly lifted the pistol with both hands. law as heavy as a brick. It shook as he
raised it and pointed it at the fat man, who leatogdard it until the barrel was an inch
from his nose.

"Now pull the trigger, kid," he said with a smilgs wet face glowing and dancing with
delightful anticipation. "Pull the trigger, and Be dead and you go free." Mark curled a



finger around the trigger. The man nodded, thenddaven closer and bit the tip of the
barrel with flashing teeth. "Pull the trigger!" bbouted.

Mark closed his eyes and pressed the handle gfuhevith the palms of his hands. He
held his breath, and was about to squeeze thestniglgen the man jerked it from him.
He waved it wildly in front of Mark's face, and prd the trigger. Mark screamed as the
window behind his head cracked into a thousandegiéat did not shatter. "It works! It
works!" he yelled as Mark ducked and covered his.ea

Ricky buried his face in the grass when he headHtot. He was ten feet from the car
when something popped and Mark yelled. The fat mas yelling, and Ricky peed on
himself again. He closed his eyes and clutchedviexs. His stomach cramped and-his
heart pounded, and for a minute after the gunshalidhnot move. He cried for his
brother, who was dead now, shot by a crazy man.

"Stop crying, dammit! i'm sick of your crying!"

Mark clutched his knees and tried to stop cryinig. lrtad pounded and his mouth was
dry. He stuck his hands between his knees anddwent He had to stop crying and think
of something. On a television show once some ngtat@ut to jump off a building, and
this cool cop just kept talking to him and talkitmghim, and finally the nut started talking
back and of course did not jump. Mark quickly seeélfor gas, and asked, "Why are you
doing this?"

"Because | want to die," the man said calmly.

"Why?" he asked again, glancing at the neat litilend hole in his window.

"Why do kids ask so many questions?"

"Because we're kids. Why do you want to die?" Haabarely hear his own words.
"Look, kid, we'll be dead in five minutes, okayatlyou and me, pal, off to see the
wizard." He took a long drink from the bottle, nahmost empty. "I feel the gas, kid. Do
you feel it? Finally."

In the side mirror, through the cracks in the wwdMark saw the weeds move and
caught a glimpse of Ricky as he slithered throlnghvwweeds and ducked into the bushes

near the tree. He closed his eyes and said a prayer

"l gotta tell you, kid, it's nice having you heMo one wants to die alone. What's your
name?"

"Mark."

"Mark who?"



"Mark Sway." Keep talking, and maybe the nut wamhp. "What's your name?"

"Jerome. But you can call me Romey. That's whafrmends call me, and since you and
| are pretty tight now you can call me Romey. Naenguestions, okay, kid?"

"Why do you want to die, Romey?"

"l said no more questions. Do you feel the gas,k¥ar

"l don't know."

"You will soon enough. Better say your prayers.'hiRy sank low into the seat with his
beefy head straight back and eyes closed, completelase. "We've got about five
minutes, Mark, any last words?" The whiskey bo#tées in his right hand, the gun in his
left.

"Yeah, why are you doing this?" Mark asked, glagahthe mirror for another sign of
his brother. He took short, quick breaths throdghriose, and

neither smeiled nor teit anytnmg. ourciy movedtbse.

"Because I'm crazy, just another crazy lawyer,trigie been driven crazy, Mark, and
how old are you?"

"Eleven."

"Ever tasted whiskey?"

"No," Mark answered truthfully.

Suddenly, the whiskey bottle was in his face, amdook it.

"Take a shot,” Romey said without opening his eyes.

Mark tried to read the label, but his left eye watually closed and his ears were ringing
from the gunshot, and he couldn't concentrate.dti¢he bottle on the seat where Romey

took it without a word.

"We're dying, Mark," he said almost to himselfglless that's tough at age eleven, but so
be it. Nothing | can do about it. Any last wordigy boy?"

Mark told himself that Ricky had done the trickatlthe hose was now harmless, that his
new friend Romey here was drunk and crazy, andifthatsurvived he would have to do
so by thinking and talking. The air was clean. ealthed deeply and told himself that he
could make it. "What made you crazy?"



Romey thought for a second and decided this wahuwms. He snorted and actually
chuckled a little. "Oh, this is great. Perfect. R@eks now, I've known something no one
else in the entire world knows, except my cliemhe's a real piece of scum, by the way.
You see, Mark, lawyers hear all sorts of privatéfghat we can never repeat. Strictly
confidential, you understand. No way we can evémteat happened to the money or
who's sleeping with who or where the

He inhaled mightily, and exhaled with enormous gplga. He sank lower in the seat, eyes
still closed. "Sorry | had to slap you." He curlgd finger around the trigger.

Mark closed his eyes and felt nothing.
"How old are you, Mark?"
"Eleven.”

"You told me that. Eleven. And I'm forty-four. We'both too young to die, aren't we,
Mark?"

"Yes sir."

"But it's happening, pal. Do you feel it?"

"Yes sir."

"My client killed a man and hid the body, and now dlient wants to kill me. That's the
whole story. They've made me crazy. Ha! Ha! Thigresat, Mark. This is wonderful. I,
the trusted lawyer, can now tell you, literally seds before we float away, where the
body is. The body, Mark, the most notorious undisced corpse of our time.
Unbelievable. | can finally tell'" His eyes wereaspand glowing down at Mark. "This is

funny as hell, Mark!"

Mark missed the humor. He glanced at the mirr@ntat the door lock switch a foot
away. The handle was even closer.

Romey relaxed again and closed his eyes as ifgmnjy@sperately to take a nap. "I'm sorry
about this, kid, really sorry, but, like | saidsihice to have you here."

He slowly placed the bottle on the dash next taibie and moved the pistol from his left
hand to his right, caressing it softly and strokiing trigger with his index finger. Mark
tried not to look.

"I'm really sorry about this, kid. How old are ydu?

"Eleven. You've asked me three times."



"Shut up! | feel the gas now, don't you? Quit sngf dammit! It's odorless, you little
dumbass. YOU can't smell it. I'd be dead now anddybe off playing Gl Joe if you
hadn't been so cute. You're pretty stupid, you khow

Not as stupid as you, thought Mark. "Who did yoiierd kill?"

Romey grinned but did not open his eyes. "A UnBtates senator. I'm telling. I'm telling.
I'm spilling my guts. Do you read newspapers?"

"No."

"I'm not surprised. Senator Boyette from New Orkeadrhat's where I'm from."
"Why did you come to Memphis?"

"Dammit, kid! Full of questions, aren't you?"

"Yeah. Why'd your client kill Senator Boyette?"

"Why, why, why, who, who, who. You're a real pamthe ass, Mark."

"I know. Why don't you just let me go?" Mark gladca the mirror, then at the hose
running into the backseat.

"I might just shoot you in the head if you don'tishp.” His bearded chin dropped and
almost touched his chest. "My client has killediadf people. That's how he makes
money, by killing people. He's a member of the afi New Orleans, and now he's
trying to kill me. Too bad, ain't it, kid. We bdaitn to it. Joke's on him."

Romey took a long drink from the bottle and staaeark.

"just think about it, kid, right now, Barry, or Barthe Blade as he's known, these Mafia
guys all have cute nicknames, you know, is waitorgmne in a dirty restaurant in New
Orleans. He's probably got a couple of his palshyeand after a quiet dinner he'll

want me to get in the car and take a little driaék about his case and all, and then he'll
pull out a knife, that's why they call him the Bé&aénd I'm history. They'll dispose of my
chubby little body somewhere, just like they dich&®r Boyette, and, bam!, just like that,
New Orleans has another unsolved murder. But werstidhem, didn't we, kid? We
showed them."”

His speech was slower and his tongue thicker. Heeghthe pistol up and down on his
thigh when he talked. The finger stayed on thegeig

Keep him talking. "Why does this Barry guy wankith you?"



"Another question. I'm floating. Are you float-ifg?
"Yeah. It feels good."

"Buncha reasons. Close your eyes, kid. Say yoyepsd' Mark watched the pistol and
glanced at the door lock. He slowly touched eagbedrtip to each thumb, like counting
in kindergarten, and the coordination was perfect.

"So where's the body?"

Romey snorted and his head nodded. The voice wassah whisper. "The body of
Boyd Boyette. What a question. First U.S. senatardered in office, did you know that?
Murdered by my dear client Barry the Blade Muldanmbo shot him in the head four
times, then hid the body. No body, no case. Dowmderstand, kid?"

"Not really."
"Why aren't you crying, kid? You were crying a fewnutes ago. Aren't you scared?"

"Yes, I'm scared. And I'd like to leave. I'm soygu want to die and all, but | have to
take care of my mother."

"Touching, real touching. Now, shut up. You se€, kine feds have to have a body to
prove there was a murder. Barry is their suspketr bnly suspect, because he really did
it, you see, in fact they know he did it. But thesed the body."

"Where is it?"

A dark cloud moved in front of the sun and the Gleawas suddenly darker. Romey
moved the gun gently along his leg as if to warrmrhvigainst any sudden moves. "The
Blade is not the smartest thug I've ever met, yoak Thinks he's a genius, but he's
really quite stupid.”

You're the stupid one, Mark thought again. Sitimg@ car with a hose running from the
exhaust. He waited as still as could be.

"The body's under my boat."

"Your boat?"

"Yes, my boat. He was in a hurry. | was out of topgm my beloved client took the body
to my house and buried it in fresh concrete undegarage. It's still there, can you

believe it? The FBI has dug up half of New Orletaggg to find it, but they've never
thought about my house. Maybe Barry ain't so staftier all.”



"When did he tell you this?"

"I'm sick of your questions, kid."

"I'd really like to leave now."

"Shut up. The gas is working. We're gone, kid. GbRie dropped the pistol on the seat.

The engine hummed quietly. Mark glanced at thegbtible in the window, at the
millions of tiny crooked cracks running from itgth at the red face and heavy eyelids. A
quick snort, almost a snore, and the head noddedwlard.

He was passing out! Mark stared at him and wattiethick chest move. He'd seen his
ex-father do this a hundred times.

Mark breathed deeply. The door lock would make encl$ie gun was too close to
Romey's hand. Mark's stomach cramped and his fert mumb.

The red face emitted a loud, sluggish noise, anckMiaew there would be no more
chances. Slowly, ever so slowly, he inched his stgaknger to the door lock switch.

Ricky s eyes were almost as dry as his mouth, isyehns were soaked. He was under
the tree, in the darkness, away from the busheshenill grass and the car. Five
minutes had passed since he had removed the hesenifutes since the gunshot. But
he knew his brother was alive because he had daeteidd trees for fifty feet until he
caught a glimpse of the blond head sitting low araing about in the huge car. So he
stopped crying, and started praying.

He made his way back to the log, and as he crouchednd stared at the car and ached
for his brother, the passenger door suddenly flpanpand there was Mark.

Romey's chin dropped onto his chest, and just as he

began his next snore Mark slapped the pistol drgdloor with his left hand while
unlocking the door with his right. He yanked thedile and rammed his shoulder into the
door, and the last thing he heard as he rolledvagtanother deep snore from the lawyer.
He landed on his knees and grabbed at the wedds stsatches and raced low through
the grass and within seconds made it to the trerevRicky watched in muted horror.

He stopped at the stump and turned, expectingettheelawyer lumbering after him with
the gun. But the car appeared harmless. The passdagr was open. The engine was
running. The exhaust pipe was free of devices. tdathed for the first time in a minute,
then slowly looked at Ricky.

"l pulled the hose out," Ricky said in a shrill geibetween rapid breaths. Mark nodded
but said nothing. He was suddenly much calmer.cHnavas fifty feet away, and if
Romey emerged, they could disappear through thelsvooan instant. And hidden by



the tree and the cover of the brush, they woulé&néwe seen by Romey if he decided to
jump out and start blasting away with the gun.

"I'm scared, Mark. Let's go," Ricky said, his vostél shrill, his hands shaking.
"Just a minute." Mark studied the car intently.

"Come on, Mark. Let's go.”

"l said just a minute."

Ricky watched the car. "Is he dead?"

"l don't think so."

So the man was alive, and had the gun, and it wesrbing obvious that his big brother
was no longer scared and was thinking of somethingky took a step backward.

"I'm leaving," he mumbled. "I want to go home."

Mark did not move. He exhaled calmly and studiexidar. "Just a second," he said
without looking at Ricky. The voice had authorityaa.

Ricky grew still and leaned forward, placing bodnts on both wet knees. He watched
his brother, and shook his head slowly as Markfadyepicked a cigarette from his shirt
pocket while staring at the car. He lit it, tooloag draw, and blew smoke upward to the
branches. It was at this point that Ricky firstioed the swelling.

"What happened to your eye?"

Mark suddenly remembered. He rubbed it gently, tiube'd the knot on his forehead.
"He slapped me a couple of times."

"It looks bad."

"It's okay. You know what I'm gonna do?" he saithaut expecting an answer. "I'm
gonna sneak back up there and stick the hosehatexhaust pipe. I'm gonna plug it in
for him, the bastard.”

"You're crazier than he is. You're kidding, rigkikark?"

Mark puffed deliberately. Suddenly, the driver'®dswung open, and Romey stumbled
out with the pistol. He mumbled loudly as he fatéto the rear of the car, and once

again found the garden hose lying harmlessly irgtlass. He screamed obscenities at the
sky.



Mark crouched low and held Ricky with him. Romews@round and surveyed the trees
around the clearing. He cursed more, and startedgcloudly. Sweat dripped from his
hair, and his black jacket was soaked and gluédnto He stomped around the rear of the
car, sobbing and talking, screaming at the trees.

He stopped suddenly, wrestled his ponderous btttk thre top of the trunk, then
squirmed and slid backward like a drugged elephatit he hit the rear window. His
stumpy legs stretched before him. One shoe wasngigdde took the gun, neither slowly
nor quickly, almost routinely, and stuck it deephisa mouth. His wild red eyes flashed
around, and for a second paused at the trunk dfékeabove the boys. He opened his
lips and bit the barrel with his big, dirty teeHte closed his eyes, and pulled the trigger
with his right thumb.

The shoes were shark, and the vanilla silks rathalivay to the kneecaps, where they
finally stopped and caressed the rather hairy satwéarry Muldanno, or Barry the
Blade, or simply the Blade, as he liked to be callehe dark green suit had a shine to it
and appeared at first glance to be lizard or iguwarsome other slimy reptile, but upon
closer look it was not animal at all but polyesi@ouble-breasted with buttons all over
the front. It hung handsomely on his well-builtrfrea. And it rippled nicely as he strutted
to the pay phone in the rear of the restaurant.slitevas not gaudy, just flashy. He
could pass for a well-dressed drug importer or ggsha hot Vegas bookie, and that was
fine because he was the Blade and he expectedepopbtice, and when they looked at
him they were supposed to see success. They wepesed to gawk in fear and get out
of his way.

The hair was black and full, colored to hide adbigray, slicked down, laden with gel,
pulled back fiercely and gathered into a perfatielponytail that arched downward and
touched precisely at the top of the dark greengsibr jacket. Hours were spent on the
hair. The obligatory diamond earring sparkled fribve proper left lobe. A tasteful gold
bracelet clung to the left wrist just below therd@and Rolex, and on his right wrist
another tasteful gold chain rattled softly as hettd.

The swagger stopped in front of the pay phone, vhias near the rest rooms in a
narrow hallway in the back of the restaurant. Hedtin front of the phone, and cut his
eyes in all directions. To the average personsitja of Barry the Blade's eyes cutting



and darting and searching for violence would loabenbowels. The eyes were very dark
brown, and so close together that if one coulddstariook directly into them for more
than two seconds, one would swear Barry was crgsd-é&ut he wasn't. A neat row of
black hair ran from temple to temple without thglslest break for the furrow above the
rather long and pointed nose. Solid brow. Puffywbrekin half-circled the eyes from
below and said without a doubt that this man ergdyeoze and the fast life. The shady
eyes confessed many hangovers, among other tAihg<Blade loved his eyes. They
were legendary.

He punched the number of his lawyer's office, aid gpidly without waiting for a
reply, "Yeah, this is Barry! there's Jerome? Hats.|ISupposed to meet me here forty
minutes ago. Where is he? Have you seen him?"

The Blade's voice was not pleasant either. It hadienacing resonance of a successful
New Orleans street thug who had broken many ardsvanld gladly break one more if
you lingered too long in his path or weren't quectough with your answers. The voice
was rude, arrogant, and intimidating, and the pecretary on the other end had heard it
many times and she'd seen the eyes and the sltskasul the ponytail. She swallowed
hard, caught her breath, thanked heaven he wasegrhbne and not in the office
standing before her desk cracking his knuckles,iaiodmed Mr. Muldanno that Mr.
Clifford had left the office around 9 A.M. and hadt been heard from since.

The Blade slammed the phone down and stormed thritheghallway, then caught
himself and began the strut as he neared the tabtethe faces. The restaurant was
beginning to fill. It was almost five.

He just wanted a few drinks and then a nice dimntr his lawyer so they could talk
about his mess. Just drinks and dinner, that'§ladl.feds were watching, and listening.
Jerome was paranoid and just last week told Barthbught they had wired his law
office. So they would meet here and have a nicd migaout worrying about
eavesdroppers and bugging devices.

They needed to talk. Jerome Clifford had been aifgnprominent New Orleans thugs
for fifteen years-gangsters, pushers, politiciamd-ais record was impressive. He was
cunning and corrupt, completely willing to buy p&owho could be bought. He drank
with the judges and slept with their girlfriendse Hribed the cops and threatened the
jurors. He schmoozed with the politicians and dbaoted when asked. Jerome knew
what made the system tick, and when a sleazy dafgwdth money needed help in New
Orleans he invariably found his way to the lawad8 of W. Jerome Clifford, Attorney
and Coun-selor-at-Law. And in that office he founftiend who thrived on the dirt and
was loyal to the end.

Barry's case, however, was something differentak huge, and growing by the moment.
The trial was a month away and loomed like an etxacult would be his second murder
trial. His first had come at the tender age of tigh when a local prosecutor attempted
to prove, with only one most unreliable witnessttBarry had cut the fingers off a rival



thug and slit his throat. Barry's uncle, a wellpested and seasoned mobster, dropped
some money here and there, and young Barry's puldaot agree on a verdict and thus
simply hung itself.

Barry later served two years in a pleasant fedenatl on racketeering charges. His uncle
could've saved him again, but he was twenty-fivihattime and ready for a brief
imprisonment. It looked good on his resume. Theilfamas proud of him. Jerome
Clifford had handled the plea bargain, and thegerbfriends ever since.

A fresh club soda with lime awaited Barry as hegyeaed to the bar and assumed his
position. The alcohol could wait a few hours. Heaed steady hands.

He squeezed the lime and watched himself in theomiHe caught a few stares; after all,
at this moment he was perhaps the most famous mdedendant in the country. Four
weeks from trial, and people were looking. His fa@es all over the papers.

This trial was much different. The victim was a atm, the first ever to be murdered,
they alleged, while in office. United States of Ama versus Barry Muldanno. Of course,
there was no body, and this presented tremendaixepns for the United States of
America. No corpse, no pathology reports, no kasno bloody photographs to wave
around the courtroom and display for the jury.

But Jerome Clifford was cracking up. He was acstrgnge-disappearing like this,
staying away from the office, not returning cadlbyays late for court, always mumbling
under his breath and drinking too much. He'd alw@ean mean and tenacious, but now
he was detached and people were talking. FrankdyryBvanted a new lawyer.

Just four short weeks, and Barry needed time. Aydel continuance, something. Why
does justice move so quickly when you don't watd?tHis life had been lived on the
fringes of the law, and he'd seen cases drag oyefins. His uncle had once been
indicted, but after three years of exhaustive warthe government finally quit. Barry
had been indicted six months ago, and bam!, hére'sial. It wasn't fair. Romey wasn't
working. He had to be replaced.

Of course, the feds had a hole or two in their cllgeone saw the killing. There would
be a decent circumstantial case against him, witive, perhaps. But no one actually
saw him do it. There was an informant who was unetand unreliable and expected to
be chewed up on cross-examination, if he indeeckentédd trial. The feds were hiding
him. And, Barry had his one marvelous advantagestity, the diminutive, wiry corpse
of Boyd Boyette rotting slowly away in concrete.tiéut it, Reverend Roy could not get
a conviction. This made Barry smile, and he wingetivo peroxide blondes at a table
near the door. Women had been plentiful sincertdeiment. He was famous.

Reverend Roy's case was weak all right, but it hatimwved his nightly sermons in front
of the cameras, or his pompous predictions of gusftice, or his blustering interviews
with any journalist bored enough to quiz him. Hesvaa oily-voiced, leather-lunged,



pious U.S. attorney with obnoxious political aspoas and a thunderous opinion about
everything. He had his very own press agent, a mastwvorked soul charged with the
task of keeping the reverend in the spotlight b time day very soon the public would
insist he serve them in the United States Senaben Ehere, only the reverend knew
where God might lead him.

The Blade crunched his ice at the repulsive thoogRoy Foltrigg waving his

indictment before the cameras and bellowing alissof forecasts of good triumphing
over evil. But six months had passed since thectnint, and neither Reverend Roy nor
his confederates, the FBI, had found the body gfdB®oyette. They followed Barry

night and day-in fact, they were probably waitingside right now, as if he were stupid
enough to have dinner, then go look at the bodyfgrghe hell of it. They had bribed
every wino and street bum who claimed to be arimémt. They had drained ponds and
lakes; they had dragged rivers. They had obtairatch warrants for dozens of buildings
and sites in the city. They had spent a small feton backhoes and bulldozers.

But Barry had it. The body of Boyd Boyette. He wabiike to move it, but he couldn't.
The reverend and his host of angels were watching.

Clifford was an hour late now. Barry paid for twaunds of club soda, winked at the
peroxides in their leather skirts, and left thecplecursing lawyers in general and his in
particular.

He needed a new lawyer, one who would return himeltalls and meet him for drinks
and find some jurors who could be bought. A realer!

He needed a new lawyer, and he needed a continoamcpostponement or a delay, hell,
anything to slow this thing down so he could think.

He lit a cigarette and walked casually along Magatietween Canal and Poydras. The
air was thick. Clifford's office was four blocks ay His lawyer wanted a quick trial!
What an idiot! No one wanted a quick trial in thystem, but here was W. Jerome
Clifford pushing for one. Clifford had explainedtribree weeks ago that they should
push hard for a trial because there was no cotipgs no case, et cetera, et cetera. And if
they waited, the body might be found, and sinceBamrs such a lovely suspect and it
was a sensational killing with a ton of pressureife its prosecution, and since Barry
had actually performed the killing, was in factlguas hell, then they should go to trial
immediately. This had shocked Barry. They had algaeiously in Romey's office, and
things had not been the same since.

At one point in the discussion, three weeks agogthgot quiet and Barry boasted to his
lawyer that the body would never be found. He'gpals®d of lots of them, and he knew
how to hide them. Boyette had been hidden rathiekty) and though Barry wanted to
move the little fella, he was nonetheless secuderasting peacefully, without the threat
of disturbance from Roy and the fibbies.



Barry chuckled to himself as he strolled along Ragd
"So where's the body?" Clifford had asked.
"You don't want to know," Barry had replied.

"Sure | want to know. The whole world wants to kn&@eome on, tell me if you've got
the guts.”

"You don't want to know."

"Come on. Tell me."

"You're not gonna like it."

"Tell me."

Barry flicked his cigarette on the sidewalk, anth@s$t laughed out loud. He shouldn't
have told Jerome Clifford. It was a childish thiogdo, but harmless. The man could be
trusted with secrets, attorney-client privilege afidand he had been wounded when
Barry hadn't come clean initially with all the gaigtails. Jerome Clifford was as crooked
and sleazy as his clients, and if they got bloothem he wanted to see it.

"You remember what day Boyette disappeared?" Baad/asked.

"Sure. January 16."

"Remember where you were January 16?"

At this point, Romey had walked to the wall behimsl desk and studied his badly
scrawled monthly planners. "Colorado, skiing."

"And | borrowed your house?"

"Yeah, you were meeting some doctor's wife."

"That's right. Except she couldn't make it, sooktthe senator to your house."
Romey froze at this point, and glared at his cliemtuth open, eyes lowered.
Barry had continued. "He arrived in the trunk, &mheft him at your place."
"Where?" Romey had asked in disbelief.

"In the garage."



"You're lying."
"Under the boat that hasn't been moved in ten years
"You're lying."

The front door of Clifford's office was locked. Barattled it and cursed through the
window. He lit another cigarette and searched suwabuparking places for the black
Lincoln. He'd find the fat bastard if it took aligint.

Barry had a friend in Miami who was once indicted &n assortment of drug charges.
His lawyer was quite good, and had managed toatalldelay for two and a half years
until finally the judge lost patience and ordereda@. The day before jury selection, his
friend killed his very fine lawyer, and the judgasvforced to grant another continuance.
The trial never happened.

If Romey died suddenly, it would be months, maybarg, before the trial.

Rlcky backed away from the tree until he was inwleeds, then found the narrow tralil
and started to run. "Ricky," Mark caUed. "Hey, RicWait," but it didn't work. He stared
once more at the man on the car with the gunistilis mouth. The eyes were half-open
and the feet twitched at the heels.

Mark had seen enough. "Ricky," he called againeagged toward the trail. His brother
was ahead, running slowly in an odd way with bathsastiff and straight down by his
legs. He leaned forward at the waist. Weeds hitlhithe face. He tripped but didn't fall.
Mark grabbed him by the shoulders and spun himratotRicky, listen! It's okay."

Ricky was zombie-like, with pale skin and glazedsyHe breathed hard and rapidly,
and emitted a dull, aching moan. He couldn't telkk.jerked away and resumed his trot,
still moaning as the weeds slapped him in the fistagk followed close behind as they
crossed a dry creek bed and headed for home.

The trees thinned just before the crumbling boardté that encircled most of the trailer
park. Two small children were throwing rocks abe of cans lined neatly along the
hood of a wrecked car. Ricky ran faster and crawheough a broken section of the



fence. He jumped a ditch, darted between two tsgilend ran into the street. Mark was
two steps behind. The steady groan grew loudelics/Rreathed even harder.

The Sway mobile home was twelve feet wide and gegy long, and parked on a narrow
strip on East Street with forty others. Tucker Whestates also included North, South,
and West streets, and all four curved and crosael ether several times from all
directions. It was a decent trailer park with rewsduy clean streets, a few trees, plenty of
bicycles, and few abandoned cars. Speed bumpsdiwaféic. Loud music or noise
brought the police as soon as it was reported tolMcker. His family owned all the land
and most of the trailers, including Number 17 ostEZtreet, which Dianne Sway rented
for two hundred and eighty dollars a month.

Ricky ran through the unlocked door and fell offite touch in the den. He seemed to be
crying, but there were no tears. He curled his &nedlis stomach as if he were cold,
then, very slowly, placed his right thumb in hisutio Mark watched this intently.

"Ricky, talk to me," he said, gently shaking hisslder. "You gotta talk to me, man,
okay, Ricky. It's okay."

He sucked harder on the thumb. He closed his ayésia body shook.

Mark looked around the den and kitchen, and redlikengs were exactly as they had left
them an hour ago. An hour ago! It seemed like dalgs.sunlight was fading and the
rooms were a bit darker. Their books and backpfoks school were piled, as always,
on tne kitchen table. The daily note from Mom wasglte counter next to the phone. He
walked to the sink and ran water in a clean cofige He had a terrible thirst. He sipped
the cool water and stared through the window atréiker next door. Then he heard
smacking noises, and looked at his brother. ThekhuHe'd seen a show on television
where some kids in California sucked their thumitsran earthquake. All kinds of
doctors were involved. A year after it hit the padafs were still sucking away.

The cup touched a tender spot on his lip, and imemabered the blood. He ran to the
bathroom and studied his face in the mirror. Jekiw the hairline there was a small,
barely noticeable knot. His left eye was puffy &moked awful. He ran water in the sink
and washed a spot of blood from his lower lip. éismot swollen, but suddenly began
throbbing. He'd looked worse after fights at schéld was tough.

He took an ice cube from the refrigerator and fitefidmly under his eye. He walked to
the sofa and studied his brother, paying particattantion to the thumb. Ricky was
asleep. It was almost five-thirty, time for theiother to arrive home after nine long
hours at the lamp factory. His ears still rang fribv@ gunshots and the blows he took
from his late friend Mr. Romey, but he was begignio think. He sat next to Ricky's feet
and slowly rubbed around his eye with the ice.

If he didn't call 911, it could be days before amydound the body. The fatal shot had
been severely muffled, and Mark was certain notweed it but them. He'd been to the
clearing many times, but suddenly realized he le@@nseen another person there.



It was secluded. Why had Romey chosen the placeaddrom New Orleans, right?

Mark watched all kinds of rescue shows on telewisemd knew for certain that every
911 call was recorded. He did not want to be remdréie would never tell anyone, not
even his mother, what he had just lived through, lzenreally needed, at this crucial
moment, to discuss the matter with his little besteo they could get their lies straight.
"Ricky," he said, shaking his brother's leg. Rigkganed but did not open his eyes. He
pulled himself tighter into a knot. "Ricky, wake!lp

There was no response to this, except a suddenlshad if he were freezing. Mark
found a quilt in a closet and covered his brottien wrapped a handful of ice cubes in a
dish towel and placed the pack gingerly over hig teft eye. He didn't feel like
answering questions about his face.

He stared at the phone and thought of cowboy agidinrmovies with bodies lying
around and buzzards circling above and everyoneeztoed about burying the dead
before the damned vultures got them. It would b& daan hour or so. Do buzzards
strike at night? Never saw that in a movie.

The thought of the fat lawyer lying out there wile gun in his mouth, one shoe off,
probably still bleeding, was horrible enough, hubtv in the buzzards ripping and
tearing, and Mark picked up the phone. He punchddadd cleared his throat.

"Yeah, there's a dead man, in the woods, and, s@theone needs to come get him." He
spoke in the deepest voice possible, and knew fhenfirst syllable that it was a pitiful
attempt at disguise. He breathed hard and thedmabtis forehead pounded.

"Who's calling pleased” It was a female voice, Asithdike a robot's.
"Uh, I really don't want to say, okay."

"We need your name, son." Great, she knew he \kak &e hoped he could at least
sound like a young teenager.

"Do you want to know about the body or not?" Maskexd.
"Where is the body?"

This is just great, he thought, already telling sone about it. And not someone to be
trusted, but someone who wore a uniform and wovkigd the police, and he could just
hear this taped conversation as it would be redgapdayed before the jury, just like on
television. They would do all those voice tests aneryone would know it was Mark
Sway on the phone telling about the body when reoalse in the world knew about it.
He tried to make his voice even deeper.



"It's near Tucker Wheel Estates, and-"

"That's on Whipple Road."

"Yes, that's right. It's in the woods between Tudkéneel Estates and Highway 17."
"The body is in the woods?"

"Sort of. The body is actually lying on a car i tivoods."

"And the body's dead?"

"The guy's been shot, okay. With a gun, in the mmgamnd I'm sure the man's dead.”

"Have you seen the body?" The woman's voice wasdats professional restraint. It
had an edge to it now.

What kind of stupid question is that, Mark thoudtiave | seen it? She was stalling,
trying to keep him on the line so she could trace'i

"Son, have you seen the body?" she asked again.
"Of course I've seen it."
"l need your name, son."

"Look, there's a small dirt road off Highway 17 ttheads to a small clearing in the woods.
The car is big and black, and the dead man is lgmd. If you can't find it, well, tough
luck. Bye."

He hung up and stared at the phone. The trailepe#sctly still. He walked to the door
and peered through the dirty curtains, half-expgcsiquad cars to come flying in from
all directions-loudspeakers, SWAT teams, bulletprasts.

Get a grip. He shook Ricky again, and, touchingalnis, noticed how clammy it was. But
Ricky was still sleeping and sucking his thumb. Kgently grabbed him around the
waist and dragged him across the floor, down tmeomahallway to their bedroom,
where he shoveled him into bed. Ricky mumbled amgdjled a bit along the way, but
quickly curled into a ball. Mark covered him wittbanket and closed the door.

Mark wrote a note to his mother, told her Rickyt fedd and was sleeping so please be
quiet, and he'd be home in an hour or so. The iv@ye not required to be home when
she arrived, but if they weren't, there'd bettea lmete.

The distant beat of a helicopter went unnoticed/liayk.



He lit a cigarette along the trail. two years afymew bike had disappeared from a house
in the suburbs, not far from the trailer park. #sarumored to have been seen behind one
of the mobile homes, and the same rumor held theds being stripped and repainted by
a couple of trailer park kids. The suburb kids gapbclassifying their lesser neighbors as
trailer park kids, the implications being obviolikey attended the same school, and
there were daily fights between the two societdiscrime and mischief in the suburbs
were automatically blamed on the trailer people.

Kevin, the delinquent on North Street, had the bée and had shown it to a few of his
buddies before it was repainted. Mark had sedérhg.rumors flew and the cops poked
around, and one night there was a knock at the déanrk's name had been mentioned in
the investigation, and the policeman had a fewtijues He sat at the kitchen table and
glared down at Mark for an hour. It was very unligkevision, where the defendant
keeps his cool and sneers at the cop.

Mark admitted nothing, didn't sleep for three ngyland vowed to live a clean life and
stay away from trouble.

But this was trouble. Real trouble, much worse thatolen bike. A dead man who told
secrets before he died. Was he telling the truth'whlis drunk and crazy as hell, talking
about the wizard and all. But why would he lie?

Mark knew Romey had a gun, had even held and teolitteetrigger. And the gun killed
the man. It had to be a crime to watch someone absuiecide and not stop it.

He would never tell a soul! Romey had stopped majkRicky would have to be dealt
with. Mark had kept silent about the bike, and beld do it again. No one would ever
know he had been in the car.

There was a siren in the distance, then the stimanhgp of a helicopter. Mark eased
under a tree as the chopper swept close by. He tnepugh the trees and brush, staying
low and in no hurry, until he heard voices.

Lights flashed everywhere. blue for the cops anldoe the ambulance. The white
Memphis police cars were parked around the blankdln. The orange-and-white
ambulance was arriving on the scene as Mark petbkedgh the woods. No one seemed
anxious or worried.

Romey had not been moved. One cop took picturete e others laughed. Radios
squawked, just like on television. Blood ran frondar the body and down across the
red-and-white taillights. The pistol was still irsllight hand, on top of his bulging
stomach. His head slumped to the right, his eyesed now. The paramedics walked up
and looked him over, then made bad jokes and tpe lemghed. All four doors were
open and the car was being carefully inspectedtelivas no effort to remove the body.
The helicopter made a final pass, then flew away.



Mark was deep in the brush, maybe thirty feet ftbetree and the log where they had lit
the first smokes. He had a perfect view of therabga and of -the fat lawyer lying up
there on the car like a dead cow in the middlenefrbad. Another cop car arrived, then
another ambulance. People in uniform were bumpitmeach other. Small -white bags
with unseen things in them were removed with gecaation from the car. Two

policemen with rubber gloves rolled up the hosee photographer squatted in each door
and flashed away. Occasionally, someone would atojpstare at Romey, but most of
them drank coffee from paper cups and chatted atvapp laid Romey's shoe on the
trunk next to the body, then placed it in a whidg land wrote something on it. Another
cop knelt by the license plates and waited withr&dio for a report to come back.

Finally, a stretcher emerged from the first ambcéaand was carried to the rear bumper
and laid in the weeds. Two paramedics grabbed Rsnegt and gently pulled him until
two other paramedics could grab his arms. The a@ished and joked about how fat Mr.
Clifford was, because they knew his name now. Tdsied if more paramedics were
needed to carry his big ass, if the stretcher wadarced or something, if he would fit in
the ambulance. Lots of laughter as they strainéovter him.

A cop put the pistol in a bag. The stretcher was/bd into the ambulance, but the doors
were not closed. A wrecker with yellow lights agd/zand backed itself to the front
bumper of the Lincoln.

Mark thought of Ricky and the thumb-sucking. WHdte needed help? Mom would be
home soon. What if she tried to wake him and gatest? He would leave in just a
minute, and smoke the last cigarette on the wayehom

He heard something behind him, but thought notbing Just the snap of a twig, then,
suddenly, a strong hand grabbed his neck and & gaid, "What's up, kid?"

Mark jerked around and looked into the face of jp. ¢te froze and couldn't breathe.

"What're you doing, kid?" the cop asked as hedifitark up by the neck. The grip didn't
hurt, but the cop meant to be obeyed. "Stand wup,dkay. Don't be afraid.”

Mark stood and the cop released him. The copsarclgaring had heard and were staring.

"What're you doing here?"
"Just watching," Mark said.

The cop pointed with his flashlight to the clearifitpe sun was down and it -would be
dark in twenty minutes. "Let's walk over there,"daad.

"I need to go home," Mark said.



The cop placed his arm around Mark's shoulderdexhdim through the weeds. "What's
your name?"

"Mark."
"Last name?"
"Sway. What's yours?"

"Hardy. Mark Sway, huh?" the cop repeated thoudlgtflivou live in Tucker Wheel
Estates, don't you?"

He couldn't deny this, but he hesitated for sorasar. "Yes sir."
They joined the circle of policemen, who were * et and waiting to see the kid.

"Hey, fellas, this is Mark Sway, the kid who mate tall,” Hardy announced. "You did
make the call, didn't you, Mark?"

He wanted to lie, but at the moment he doubted wdiuld work. "Uh, yes sir."
"How'd you find the body?"

"My brother and | were playing."

"Playing where?"

"Around here. We live over there," he said, poigtheyond the trees.

"Were you guys smoking dope?"

"No sir."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes sir."

"Stay away from drugs, kid." There were at leastogilicemen in the circle, and the
guestions were coming from all directions.

"How'd you find the car?"
"Well, we just sort of walked up on it."

"What time was it?"



"l don't remember, really. We were just walkingailbgh the woods. We do it all the
time."

"What's your brother's name?"

"Ricky."

"Same last name?"

"Yes sir."

"Where were you and Ricky when you first saw the'ta
Mark pointed to the tree behind him. "Under thaetf

A paramedic approached the group and announceduwdeyleaving and taking the body
to the morgue. The wrecker was tugging at the Limco

"Where is Ricky now?"

"At home."

"What happened to your face?" Hardy asked.

Mark instinctively reached for his eye. "Oh, nothidust got in a fight at school.”
"Why were you hiding in the bushes over there?"

"l don't know."

"Come on, Mark, you were hiding for a reason."

"l don't know. It's sort of scary, you know. Seeadead man and all.”
"You've never seen a dead man before?"

"On television."

One cop actually smiled at this.

"Did you see this man before he killed himself?"

"No sir."

"So you just found him like this?"



"Yes sir. We walked up under that tree and sawcénethen, we, uh, we saw the man."
"Where were you when you heard the gunshot?"

He started to point to the tree again, but caughsélf. “I'm not sure | understand.”
"We know you heard the gunshot. Where were you whenheard it?"

"l didn't hear the gunshot.”

"You sure?"

"I'm sure. We walked up and found him right hered ave took off home and | called
911."

"Why didn't you give your name to 911?"
"l don't know."

"Come on, Mark, there must be a reason.”
"I don't know. Scared, | guess.”

The cops exchanged looks as if this were a gamek Wad to breathe normally and act
pitiful. He was just a kid.

"l really need to go home. My mom's probably loakior me."

"Okay. One last question," Hardy said. "Was themmgunning when you first saw the
car?"

Mark thought hard, but couldn't remember if Romay kturned it off before he shot
himself. He answered very slowly. "I'm not suret bilink it was running."

Hardy pointed to a police car. "Get in. I'll driyeu home."
"That's okay. I'll just walk."

"No, it's too dark. I'll give you a ride. Come oié took his arm, and walked him to the
car.



Dianne Sway had called the Children's Clinic and sitting on the edge of Ricky's bed,
biting her nails and waiting for a doctor to cdlhe nurse said it would be less than ten
minutes. The nurse also said there was a very giois virus in the schools and they
had treated dozens of children that week. He hadymptoms, so don't worry. Dianne
checked his forehead for a fever. She shook hintlygagain, but there was no response.
He was still curled tightly, breathing normally asutcking his thumb. She heard a car
door slam and went back to the living room.

Mark burst through the door. "Hi, Mom."

"Where have you been?" she snapped. "What's wraihgRAcky?"

Sergeant Hardy appeared in the door, and she froze.

"Good evening, ma'am," he said.

She glared at Mark. "What have you done?"

"Nothing."

Hardy stepped inside. "Nothing serious, ma'am."

"Then why are you here?"

"l can explain, Mom. It's sort of a long story."

Hardy closed the door behind him, and they stodtiérsmall room looking awkwardly
at one another.

"I'm listening."

"Well, me and Ricky were back in the woods playiinig afternoon, and we saw this big
black car parked in a clearing with the motor rumgniand when we got closer there was
this man lying across the trunk with a gun in hsuth. He was dead."

"Dead!"

"Suicide, ma'am,"” Hardy offered.

"And we ran home as fast as we could and | callgd"9



Dianne covered her mouth with her fingers.

"The man's name is Jerome Clifford, male white ,fdyaeported officially. "He's from
New Orleans, and we have no idea why he came Besn dead for about two hours
now, we think, not very long. He left a suicide et

"What did Ricky do?" Dianne asked.

"Well, we ran home, and he fell on the couch aadetl sucking his thumb and wouldn't
talk. | took him to his bed and covered him."

"How old is he?" Hardy asked with a frown.

"Eight."

"May | see him?"

"Why?" Dianne asked.

"I'm concerned. He witnessed something awful, aadght be in shock.”
"Shock?"

"Yes ma‘'am."

Dianne walked quickly through the kitchen and ddt hall with Hardy behind her and
Mark following, shaking his head and clenchingteisth.

Hardy pulled the covers off Ricky's shoulders angthed his arm. The thumb was in the
mouth. He shook him, called his name, and the egesed for a second. Ricky
mumbled something.

"His skin is cold and damp. Has he been ill?" Haadlged.

"NO_”

The phone rang, and Dianne raced-for it. From #drdom, Hardy and Mark listened as
she told the doctor about the symptoms and the ldedy the boys had found.

"Did he say anything when you guys saw the body&ti asked quietly.

"l don't think so. It happened pretty fast. We, wi, just took off running once we saw it.
He just moaned and grunted all the way, ran sdidrafy with his arms straight down. |
never saw him run like that, and then as soon agatvbome he curled up and hasn't
spoken since."



"We need to get him to a hospital,” Hardy said.

Mark's knees went weak and he leaned on the wihri2 hung up and Hardy met her in
the kitchen. "The doctor wants him at the hospgitlie said in panic.

"I'll call an ambulance," Hardy said, heading f@ tar. "Pack a few of his clothes." He
disappeared and left the door open.

Dianne glared at Mark, who was weak and needet. tdesfell into a chair at the
kitchen table.

"Are you telling the truth?" she asked.

"Yes ma'am. We saw the dead body, and Ricky freakiedl guess, and we just ran

home." It would take hours to tell the truth asthoint. Once they were alone, he might
reconsider and tell the rest of the story, butdtye was here now and it would get too
complicated. He was not afraid of his mother, aedegally came clean when she pressed.
She was only thirty, younger than any of his frigndoms, and they had been through a
lot together. Their brutal ordeals fighting off figgher had forged a bond much deeper
than any ordinary mother-son relationship. It harhide this from her. She was scared
and desperate, but the things Romey told him ha#ginmgpto do with Ricky's condition. A
sharp pain hit him in the stomach and the room spanly.

"What happened to your eye?"

"l got in a fight in school. It wasn't my fault.”
"It never is. Are you okay?"

"I think so."

Hardy lumbered through the door. "The ambu-lanbe'lhere in five minutes. Which
hospital ?"

"The doctor said to go to St. Peter's.”
"Who's your doctor?"

"Shelby Pediatric Group. They said they would gak children's psychiatrist to meet us
at the hospital." She nervously lit a cigaretteo {u think he's okay?"

"He needs to be looked at, maybe hospitalized,rmd'ae seen this before with kids
who witness shootings and stabbings. It's veryniic, and it could take time for him to
get over it. Had a kid last year who watched hishaopget shot by a crack dealer, in one
of the projects, and the poor little fella is stillthe hospital.”



"How old was he?"

"Eight," now he's nine. Won't talk. Won't eat. Ssibks thumb and plays with dolls.
Really sad."

Dianne had heard enough. "I'll pack some clothes."

"You'd better pack clothes for yourself too, ma'aou might have to stay with him."
"What about Mark?" she asked.

"What time does your husband get home?"

"l don't have one."

"Then pack clothes for Mark too. They might wankézp you overnight."

Dianne stood in the kitchen with her cigarette exfrom her lips, and tried to think. She
was scared and uncertain. "l don't have healthramae," she mumbled to the window.

"St. Peter's will take indigent cases. You neegletopacked.”

A crowd gathered around the ambulance as soorstspiped at Number 17 East Street.
They waited and watched, whispering and pointinthagparamedics went inside.

Hardy laid Ricky on the stretcher, and they strajppien down under a blanket. Ricky
tried to curl, but the heavy Velcro bands kept kinaight. He moaned twice, but never
opened his eyes. Dianne gently freed his rightamchmade the thumb available. Her
eyes were watery, but she refused to cry.

The crowd backed away from the rear of the amb@ascthe paramedics approached
with the stretcher. They loaded Ricky, and Diartepged in behind. A few neighbors
called out their concerns, but the driver slamnieddoor before she could answer. Mark
sat in the front seat of the police car with Hangp hit a switch and suddenly blue
lights were fluttering and bouncing off the neattajilers. The crowd inched away, and
Hardy gunned the engine. The ambulance followed.

Mark was too worried and scared to be interestedarradios and mikes and guns and
gadgets. He sat still and kept his mouth shut.

"Are you telling the truth, son?" Hardy, suddertlg top again, asked from nowhere.
"Yes sir. About what?"

"About what you saw?"



"Yes sir. You don't believe me?"
"l didn't say that. It's just a little strange, tthall.”

Mark waited a few seconds, and when it was obvitargly was waiting for him, he
asked, "What's strange?"

"Several things. First, you made the call, but wlatilgive your name. Why not? If you
and Ricky just stumbled upon the dead man, whygia your name? Second, why did
you sneak back to the scene and hide in the wétstsple who hide are afraid. Why
didn't you simply return to the scene and tell imtzyou saw? Third, if you and Ricky
saw the same thing, why has he freaked out andeywupretty good shape, know what |
mean?" -

Mark thought for a while, and realized he coulthkhof nothing to say. So he said
nothing. They were on the interstate headed fordown. It was neat to watch the other
cars get out of the way. The red ambulance ligleieewelose behind.

"You didn't answer my question,” Hardy finally said

"Which question?"

"Why didn't you give your name when you made tH&ta

"l was scared, okay. That's the first dead bodyer saw, and it scared me. I'm still
scared."

"Then why did you sneak back to the scene? Why wewerying to hide from us?"

"l was scared, you know, but | just wanted to skatwvas going on. That's not a crime,
is it?"

"Maybe not."

They left the expressway, and were now dartingudinatraffic. The tall buildings of
downtown Memphis were in sight.

"l just hope you're telling the truth," Hardy said.
"Don't you believe me?"
"I've got my doubts."

Mark swallowed hard and looked in the side mirt@hy do you have doubts?"



"I'll tell you what I think, kid. You want to heat?"

"Sure," Mark said slowly.

"Well, | think you kids were in the woods smokindound some fresh cigarette butts
under that tree with the rope. | figure you werdenthere having a little smoke and you
saw the whole thing."

Mark's heart stopped and his blood ran cold, bikrieav the importance of trying to
appear calm. Just shrug it off. Hardy wasn't theeedidn't see anything. He caught his
hands shaking, so he sat on them. Hardy watched him

"Do you arrest kids for smoking cigarettes?" Maskexd, his voice a shade weaker.
"No. But kids who lie to cops get in all sorts ajuble.”

"I'm not lying, okay. I've smoked cigarettes thbedore, but not today. We were just
walking through the woods, thinking about maybeihga smoke, and we walked up on
the car and Romey."

Hardy hesitated slightly, then asked, "Who's Rortiey?

Mark braced himself and breathed deeply. In a flastknew it was over. He'd blown it.
Said too much. Lied too much. He'd lasted less #mahour with his story. Keep thinking,
he told himself.

"That's the guy's name, isn't it?"

"Romey?"

"Yeah. Isn't that what you called him?"

"No. | told your mother his name was Jerome Cldfdrom New Orleans."

"l thought you said it was Romey Clifford, from Né&wleans."

"Who ever heard of the name Romey?"

"Beats me."

The car turned right, and Mark looked straight ahé&bs this St. Peter's?"

"That's what the sign says."

Hardy parked to the side, and they watched the &nbe back up to the emergency
dock.



Honorable J. Roy Foltrigg, united states attoneyttie Southern District of Louisiana at
New Orleans, and a Republican, sipped properly faaran of tomato juice and stretched
his legs in the rear of his customized Chevrolet as it raced smoothly along the
expressway. Memphis was five hours to the northjgitt up Interstate 55, and he
could've caught a plane, but there were two reasbigyshe hadn't. First, the paperwork.
He could claim it was official business relatedie Boyd Boyette case, and he could
stretch things here and there and make it work.itBubuld take months to get
reimbursed and there would be eighteen differemb$o Second, and much more
important, he didn't like to fly. He could've waltéthree hours in New Orleans for a flight
that swould last for an hour and place him in Memg@round n P.M., but they would
make it by midnight in the van. He didn't confdss fear of flying, and he knew he
would one day be forced to see a shrink to overdbrk®r the meantime, he had
purchased this fancy van with his own money andddat down with appliances and
gadgets, two phones, a television, even a fax macke buzzed around the Southern
District of Louisiana in it, always with Wally Boxsehind the wheel. It was much nicer
and more comfortable than any limousine.

He slowly kicked off his loafers and watched thghtifly by as Special Agent Trumann
listened to the telephone stuck in his ear. Orother end of the heavily padded back
bench sat Assistant U.S. Attorney Thomas Finkyall&oltrigg subordinate who'd
worked on the Boyette case eighty hours a weelknanudd handle most of the trial,
especially the non-glamorous grunt work, savingafrse the easy and high-profile parts
for his boss. Fink was reading a document, as awayd trying to listen to the
mumblings of Agent Trumann, who was seated acrass him in a heavy swivel seat.
Trumann had Memphis FBI on the phone.

Next to Trumann, in an identical swivel reclinegsSpecial Agent Skipper Scherff, a
rookie who'd worked little on the case but happeoduk available for this joyride to
Memphis. He scribbled on a legal pad, and wouldaéor the next five hours because in
this tight circle of power he had absolutely nothio say and no one wanted to hear him.
He would obediently stare at his legal pad andneooders from his supervisor, Larry
Trumann, and, of course, from the general him&adfjerend Roy. Scherff stared intently
at his scribbling, avoiding with great diligencesavthe slightest eye contact with
Foltrigg, and tried in vain to discern what MempWwias telling Trumann. The news of
Clifford's death had electrified their office ordy hour earlier, and Scherff was still



uncertain why and how he was sitting in Roy's agesling along the expressway.
Trumann had told him to run home, pack a changdotiies, and go immediately to
Foltrigg's office. And this is what he'd done. Amelre he was, scribbling and listening.

The chauffeur, Wally Boxx, actually had a licensgtactice law, though he didn't know
how to use it. Officially, he was an assistant BdiStates attorney, same as Fink, but in
reality he was a fetch-and-catch boy for Foltrigg.drove his van, carried his briefcase,
wrote his speeches, and handled the media, whathfify percent of his time because
his boss was gravely concerned with his public in&pxx was not stupid. He was deft
at political maneuvering, quick to the defenseiefldioss, and thoroughly loyal to the
man and his mission. Foltrigg had a great futune, Boxx knew he would be there one
day whispering importantly with the great man aky ¢ime two of them strolled around
Capitol Hill.

Boxx knew the importance of Boyette. It would be thiggest trial of Foltrigg's
illustrious career, the trial he'd been dreamingtwé trial to thrust him into the national
spotlight. He knew Foltrigg was losing sleep ovarrg the Blade Muldanno.

Larry Trumann finished the conversation and replabe phone. He was a veteran agent,
early forties, with ten years to go before retiramé&oltrigg waited for him to speak.

"They're trying to convince Memphis PD to reledse ¢ar so we can go over it. It'll
probably take an hour or so. They're having a hard explaining Clifford and Boyette
and all this to Memphis, but they're making progrésead of our Memphis office is a
guy named Jason McThune, very tough and persuasidehe's meeting with the
Memphis chief right now. McThune's called Washimgamd Washington's called

Memphis, and we should have the car within a coapleurs. Single gunshot wound to
the head, obviously self-inflicted. Apparently hied to do it first with a garden hose in
the tail pipe, but for some reason it didn't wdtille. was taking Dalmane and codeine, and
washing it all down with Jack Daniel's. No recordtbe gun, but it's too early. Memphis
is checking it. A cheap .38. Thought he could swala bullet.”

"No doubt it's suicide?" Foltrigg asked.

"No doubt."

"Where did he do it?"

"Somewhere in north Memphis. Drove into the woadhis big black Lincoln, and took
care of himself."

"l don't suppose anyone saw it?"

"Evidently not. A couple of kids found the bodyadrremote area."



"How long had he been dead?"

"Not long. They'll do an autopsy in a few hoursg @etermine the time of death."”
"Why Memphis?"

"Not sure. If there's a reason, we don't know it"ye

Foltrigg pondered these things and sipped his toguate. Fink took notes. Scherff
scribbled furiously. Wally Boxx hung on every word.

"What about the note?" Foltrigg asked, looking ttwt window.

"Well, it could be interesting. Our guys in Memphive a copy of it, not a very good
copy, and they'll try and fax it to us in a few mii@s. Apparently the note was
handwritten in black ink, and the writing is faitggible. It's a few paragraphs of
instructions to his secretary about the funeralvhats to be cremated-and what to do
with his office furniture. The note tells the sdarg where to find his will. Nothing about
Boyette, of course. Nothing about Muldanno. Thenapparently tried to add something
to the note with a blue Bic pen, but it ran outndf after he started his message. It's badly
scrawled, and hard to read."

"What is it?"

"We don't know. The Memphis police still have passen of the note, the gun, the pills,
all the physical evidence removed from the car. Maie is trying to get it now. They
found a Bic pen, no ink, in the car, and it app¢aise the same pen he tried to use to add
something to the note."

"They'll have it when we arrive, won't they?" Fagty asked in a tone that left no doubt
he expected to have it all as soon as he got topWieam

"They're working on it," Trumann answered. Foltriggs not his boss, technically, but
this case was a prosecution now, not an investigasind the reverend was in control.

"So Jerome Clifford drives to Memphis and blowslinigins out,” Foltrigg said to the
window. "Four weeks before trial. Man oh man. Wélae can go crazy with this case?"

No answer was expected. They rode in silence, ngaftr Roy to speak again.
"Where's Muldanno?" he finally asked.
"New Orleans. We're watching him."

"He'll have a new lawyer by midnight, and by noomorrow he'll file a dozen motions
for continuances claiming the tragic death of Jex@hfford seriously undermines his



constitutional right to a fair trial with assistanof counsel. We'll oppose it of course, and
the judge will order a hearing for next week, arellMhave the hearing, and we'll lose,
and it'll be six months before this case goesiab 8ix months! Can you believe it?"

Trumann shook his head in disgust. "At leastgille us more time to find the body."

It certainly would, and of course Roy had thougdhthes. He needed more time, really, he
just couldn't admit it because he was the prosectite people's lawyer, the government
fighting crime and corruption. He was right, justiwas on his side, and he had to be
ready to attack evil at any moment, anytime, arggl&le had pushed hard for a speedy
trial because he was right, and he would get aicbam. The United States of America
would win! And Roy Foltrigg would deliver the viatp He could see the headlines. He
could smell the ink.

He also needed to find the damned body of Boyd Beyer else there might be no
conviction, no frontpage pictures, no interviews@xN, no speedy ascent to Capitol

Hill. He had convinced those around him that atgwérdict was possible with no corpse,
and this was true. But he didn't want to chanddetwanted the body.

Fink looked at Agent Trumann. "We think Cliffordéua where the body is. Did you
know that?"

It was obvious Trumann did not know this. "What mskou think so?"

Fink placed his reading material on the seat. "Rgy-and | go way back. We were in law
school together twenty years ago at Tulane. Heandle crazy back then, but very
smart. About a week ago, he called me at home aidche wanted to talk about the
Muldanno case. He was drunk, thick-tongued, olii®head, and kept saying he
couldn't go through with the trial, which was sisprg given how much he loves these
big cases. We talked for an hour. He rambled aumtesed-"

"He even cried," Foltrigg interrupted.

"Yeah, cried like a child. | was surprised by albtat first, but then nothing Jerome
Clifford did really surprised me anymore, you kndvat even suicide. He finally hung
up. He called me at the office at nine the nextnmimyy scared to death he'd let something
slip the night before. He was in a panic, keptihgnhe might know where the body is
and fishing to see whether he'd dropped off anghluring his drunken chitchat. Well, |
played along, and thanked him for the informatierglave me the night before, which
was nothing. | thanked him twice, then three tinaesl | could feel Romey sweating on
the other end of the phone. He called twice moaedhay, at the office, then called me at
home that night, drunk again. It was almost comieat | thought | could string him
along and maybe he'd let something slip. | told himad to tell Roy, and that Roy had
told the FBI, and that the FBI was now trailing hamound the clock."

"This really freaked him out," Foltrigg added heilby.



"Yeah, he cussed me out pretty good, but callechéixé day at the office. We had lunch,
and the guy was a nervous wreck. He was too s¢areaime right out and ask if we
knew about the body, and | played it cool. | toich ive were certain we'd have the body
in plenty of time for the trial, and | thanked hagain. He was cracking up before my
eyes. He hadn't slept or bathed. His eyes werg jpuifl red. He got drunk over lunch,
and started accusing me of trickery and all sdredemzy, unethical behavior. It was an
ugly scene. | paid the check and left, and he dalle at home that night, remarkably
sober. He apologized. | said no problem. | explditeehim that Roy was seriously
considering an indictment against him for obstiutf justice, and this set him off. He
said we couldn't prove it. | said maybe not, budl liee indicted, arrested, and put on trial,
and there would be no way he could represent Bduiganno. He screamed and cussed
for fifteen minutes, then hung up. | never heaarfhim again."”

"He knows, or he knew, where Muldanno put the bbBgltrigg added with certainty.
"Why weren't we informed?" Trumann asked.

"We were about to tell you. In fact, Thomas andgstdssed it this afternoon, just a short
time before we got the call.” Foltrigg said thigwan air of indifference, as if Trumann
should not question him about such things. Trunglanced at ScherfF, who was glued
to his legal pad, drawing pictures of handguns.

Foltrigg finished his tomato juice and tossed the i the garbage. He crossed his feet.
"You guys need to track Clifford's movements fro@vNOrleans to Memphis. Which
route did he take? Are there friends along the waere did he stop? Who did he see in
Memphis? Surely he must've talked to someone flariime he left New Orleans until

he shot himself. Don't you think so?"

Trumann nodded. "It's a long drive. I'm sure he toastop along the way."

"He knew where the body is, and he obviously planeecommit suicide: There's an
outside chance he told someone, don't you think?"

"Maybe."

"Think about it, Larry. Let's say you're the lawyeeaven forbid. And you represent a
killer who's murdered a United States senatorslsaty that the killer tells you, his
lawyer, where he hid the body. So, two, and only, tpeople in the entire world know
this secret. And you, the lawyer, go off the deeg and decide to kill yourself. And you
plan it. You know you're gonna die, right? You giis and whiskey and a gun and a
water hose, and you drive five hours from home,yandkill yourself. Now, would you
share your little secret with anyone?"

"Perhaps. | don't know."



"There's a chance, right?"
"Slight chance."

"Good. If we have a slight chance, then we musgstigate it thoroughly. I'd start with
his office personnel. Find out when he left Newe@rs. Check his credit cards. Where
did he buy gas? Where did he eat? Where did h#ngejun and the pills and the booze?
Does he have family between here and there? Olgelafiiends along the way? There
are a thousand things to check."

Trumann handed the phone to Scherff. "Call ourceffiGet Hightower on the phone."

Foltrigg was pleased to see the FBI jump when hkdokh He grinned smugly at Fink.
Between them on the floor was a storage box cranwitbdfiles and exhibits and
documents all related to U.S.A. vs. Barry MuldanBour more boxes were at the office.
Fink had their contents memorized, but Roy did Rigt.pulled out a file and flipped
through it. It was a thick motion filed by Jeromk&fiGrd two months earlier that still had
not been ruled upon. He laid it down, and stareoludph the window at the dark
Mississippi landscape passing in the night. Theugoghitto exit was just ahead. Where
do they get these names?

This would be a quick trip. He needed to confirmtt@lifford was in fact dead, and had
in fact died by his own hand. He had to know if @hyes were dropped along the way,
confessions to friends or loose talk to strangaseshaps notes with last words that might
be of help. Long shots at best. But there had bemny dead ends in the search for Boyd
Boyette and his killer, and this would not be thst|

Doctor in a yellow jogging suit ran through the sging doors at the end of-the
emergency hallway and said something to the remeigtisitting behind the dirty sliding
windows. She pointed, and he approached Diannd&/ankl and Hardy as they stood by a
Coke machine in one corner of the admissions lajt8t. Peter's Charity Hospital. He
introduced himself to Dianne as Dr. Simon Greenesy ignored the cop and Mark. He
was a psychiatrist, he said, and had been calledants earlier by Dr. Sage, the family's
pediatrician. She needed to come with him. Hardly lsa would stay 'with Mark.



They hurried away, down the narrow hallway, dodgingses and orderlies, darting
around gurneys and parked beds, and disappeamajththe swinging doors. The
admissions lobby was crowded with dozens of sickstruggling patients-to-be. There
were no empty chairs. Family members filled outhfe. No one was in a hurry. A
hidden intercom rattled nonstop somewhere abowgnga hundred doctors a minute.

It was a few minutes after seven. "Are you hunitark?" Hardy asked.
He wasn't, but he wanted to leave this place. "Magylittle."
"Let's go to the cafeteria. 1*11 buy you a cheesgdn’

They walked through a busy hallway, down a flighstairs to the basement, where a
mass of anxious people roamed the corridor. Andiaéiled to a large open area, and
suddenly they were in a cafeteria, louder and moyerded than the lunchroom at school.
Hardy pointed to the only empty table in view, &ndrk waited there.

Of particular concern to Mark at this moment wds;aurse, his litde brother. He was
worried about Ricky's physical condition, althoudéirdy had explained that he was in
no danger of dying. He said that some doctors wtalkdto him and try to bring him
around. But it could take time. He said that it wersibly important for the doctors to
know exactly what happened, the truth and nothimghee truth, and that if the doctors
were not told the truth then it could be severalyndging to Ricky and his mental
condition. Hardy said Ricky might be locked up ame institution for months, maybe
years, if the doctors weren't told the truth abeliat the boys witnessed.

Hardy was okay, not too bright, and he was makiegnistake of talking to Mark as if
he were five years old instead of eleven. He desdrthe padded walls, and rolled his
eyes around with great exaggeration. He told aeptt being chained to beds as if
spinning some horror story around the campfire.KWeais tired of it.

Mark could think of little except Ricky and whether would remove his thumb and start
talking. He desperately wanted this to happenhbuwanted to have first crack at Ricky
when the shock ended. They had things to discuss.

What if the doctors or, heaven forbid, the copstgdtim first, and Ricky told the whole
story and they all knew Mark was lying? What wotlldy do to him if they caught him
lying? Maybe they wouldn't believe Ricky. Sincedhafanked out and left the world for a
while, maybe they would tend to believe Mark ingt€Bhis conflict in stories was too
awful to think about.

It's amazing how lies grow. You start with a snaaié that seems easy to cover, then you
get boxed in and tell another one. Then anotherpledoelieve you at first, and they act
upon your lies, and you catch yourself wishing giaimply told the truth. He could have
told the truth to the cops and to his mother. Hddhave explained in great detalil
everything that Ricky saw. And the secret woulll & safe because Ricky didn't know.



Things were happening so fast he couldn't planwhieted to get his mother in a room
with the door locked and unload all this, just sttapow before it got worse. If he didn't
do something, he might go to jail and Ricky migbttg the nuthouse for kids.

Hardy appeared with a tray covered with frenchsfaed cheeseburgers, two for him and
one for Mark. He arranged the food neatly and retdrthe tray.

Mark nibbled on a french fry. Hardy launched intouager.
"So what happened to your face?" Hardy asked, chragrgway.

Mark rubbed the knot and remembered he had beendeaoun the fray. "Oh nothing.
Just got in a fight in school.”

"Who's the other kid?"

Dammit! Cops are relentless. Tell one lie to caueother. He was sick of lying. "You
don't know him," he answered, then bit into hisedeburger.

"I might want to talk to him."
"Why?"

"Did you get in trouble for this fight? | mean, didur teacher take you to the principal's
office, or anything like that?"

"No. It happened when school was out.”
"l thought you said you got in a fight at school.”

"Well, it sort of started at school, okay. Me ahistguy got into it at lunch, and agreed to
meet when school was out.”

Hardy drew mightily on the tiny straw in his milkake. He swallowed hard, cleared his
mouth, and said, "What's the other kid's name?"

"Why do you want to know?"

This angered Hardy and he stopped chewing. Matlkseef to look into his eyes, and he
bent low over his food and stared at the ketchup.

"I'm a cop, kid. It's my job to ask questions."

"Do | have to answer them?"



"Of course you do. Unless, of course, you're hidiomething and afraid to answer. At
that point, I'll have to get with your mother aretipaps take the both of you down to the
station for more questioning."

"Questioning about what? What exactly do you warkrtow?"

"Who is the kid you had a fight with today?"

Mark nibbled forever on the end of a long fry.

Hardy picked up the second cheeseburger. A spoagbnnaise hung from the corner of
his mouth.

"l don't want to get him in trouble," Mark said.

"He won't get in trouble.”

"Then why do you want to know his name?"

"l just want to know. It's my job, okay?"

"You think I'm lying, don't you?" Mark asked, lookj pitifully into the bulging face.
The chomping stopped. "l don't know, kid. Your gt@ full of holes."

Mark looked even more pitiful. "I can't remembeesgthing. It happened so fast. You
expect me to give every little detail, and | caethember it that way."

Hardy stuck a wad of fries in his mouth. "Eat yéaosd. We'd better get back."
"Thanks for the dinner."

Ricky was in a private room on the ninth floor.ade sign by the elevator labeled it as
the PSYCHIATRIC WING, and it was much quieter. Tights were dimmer, the voices
softer, the traffic much slower. The nurses' stati@s near the elevator, and those
stepping off were scrutinized. A security guard spered with the nurses and watched
the hallways. Down from the elevators, away fromtboms, was a small, dark sitting
area with a television, soft drink machines, magezj and Gideon Bibles.

Mark and Hardy were alone in the waiting area. Mapped a Sprite, his third, and
watched a rerun of "Hill Street Blues" on cable letardy dozed fitfully on the terribly
undersized couch. It was almost nine, and halfam had passed since Dianne had
walked him down the hall to Ricky's room for*a dupeek.

He looked small under the sheets. The IV, Dianmkexglained, was to feed him
because he wouldn't eat. She assured him Rickydamaibll right, but Mark studied her



eyes and knew she was worried. Dr. Green-way waaildn in a bit, and wanted to talk
to Mark.

"Has he said anything?" Mark had asked as he studelV.
"No. Not a word."

She took his hand and they walked through the dillwhy to the sitting area. At least
five times, Mark had almost blurted something diey had passed an empty room not
far from Ricky's and he thought of dragging herdedor a confession. But he didn't.
Later, he kept telling himself, I'll tell her later

Hardy had stopped asking questions. His shift erdéen, and it was obvious he was
tired of Mark and Ricky and the hospital. He waniedeturn to the streets.

A pretty nurse in a short skirt walked past thevalers and motioned for Mark to follow
her. He eased from his chair, holding his Spritee ®0k his hand, and there was
something exciting about this. Her fingernails wierey and red. Her skin was smooth
and tanned. She had blond hair and a perfect samtéshe was young. Her name was
Karen, and she squeezed his hand a bit tighterntbegssary. His heart skipped a beat.

"Dr. Greenway wants to talk to you," she said, iegriown as she walked. Her perfume
lingered, and it was the most wonderful fragran@kvtould remember.

She walked him to Ricky's room, Number 943, andastd his hand. The door was
closed, so she knocked slightly and opened it. Matkred slowly, and Karen patted him
on the shoulder. He watched her leave through dlfeolpen door.

Dr. Greenway now wore a shirt and tie with a whate jacket over it. An ID tag hung
from the left front pocket. He was a skinny manhwibund glasses and a black beard,
and seemed too young to be doing this. .

"Come in, Mark," he said after Mark was alreadyhie room and standing at the foot of
Ricky's bed. "Sit here." He pointed to a plastiaicimext to a foldaway bed under the
window. His voice was low, almost a whisper. Diasaéwith her feet curled under her
on the bed- Her shoes were on the floor. She wlokejbans and a sweater, and stared at
Ricky under the sheets with a tube in his arm.rmAdaon a table near the bathroom door
provided the only light. The blinds were shut tight

Mark eased into the plastic chair, and Dr. Greeg-8& on the edge of the foldaway, not
two feet away. He squinted and frowned, and pregstich somber-ness that Mark
thought for a second they were all about to die.

"l need to talk to you about what happened,” hd.d4€ was not whispering now. It was
obvious Ricky was in another world and they weraftaid of waking him. Dianne was
behind Greenway, still staring blankly at the ddrk wanted her alone so he could talk



and work out of this mess, but she was back thetled darkness, behind the doctor,
ignoring him.

"Has he said anything?" Mark asked first. The pagte hours with Hardy had been
nothing but quick questions, and the habit was hatireak.

"No."
"How sick is he?"

"Very sick," Greenway answered, his tiny, dark eglesving at Mark. "What did he see
this afternoon?"

"Is this in secret?"
"Yes. Anything you tell me is strictly confidential
"What if the cops want to know what | tell you?"

"l can't tell them. | promise. This is all very seicand confidential. Just you and me and
your mother. We're all trying to help Ricky, aneel'got to know what happened.”

Maybe a good dose of the truth would help everyespecially Ricky. Mark looked at
the small blond head with hair sticking in all ditiens on the pillow. Why oh why didn't
they just run when the black car pulled up and @dPkHe was suddenly hit with guilt,
and it terrified him. All of this was his fault. H#ould have known better than to mess
with a crazy man.

His lip quivered and his eyes watered. He was dobldas time to tell all. He was
running out of lies and Ricky needed help. Greenwaiched every move.

And then Hardy walked slowly by the door. He pausgd second in the hall and locked
eyes with Mark, then disappeared. Mark knew he wésnaway. Greenway had not
seen him.

Mark started with the cigarettes. His mother lookétdim hard, but if she was angry she
didn't convey it. She shook her head once or twigénever said a word. He spoke in a
low voice, his eyes alternating quickly betweendbrgay vand the door, and described
the tree with the rope and the woods and the clgafihen the car. He left out a good
chunk of the story, but did admit to Greenway, Boé voice and in extreme confidence,
that he once crawled to the car and removed the. Wosl when he did so, Ricky cried
and peed in his pants. Ricky begged him not td.dga could tell Greenway liked this
part. Dianne listened without expression.



Hardy walked by again, but Mark pretended not ®lgen. He paused in his story for a
few seconds, then told how the man stormed outetar, saw the garden hose lying
harmlessly in the weeds, and crawled on the trumokshot himself.

"How far away was Ricky?" Greenway asked.

Mark looked around the room. "You see that dooosgthe hall?" he isked, pointing.
"From here to there."

Greenway looked and rubbed his beard. "About ftagy. That's not very far.”
"It was very close.”
"What exactly did Ricky do when the shot was fired?

Dianne was listening now. It apparently had justusced to her that this was a different
version from the earlier one. She wrinkled her he@d and looked hard at her eldest.

"I'm sorry, Mom. | was too scared to think. Doretdngry with me."

"You actually saw the man shoot himself?" she ashketfisbelief.

"Yes."

She looked at Ricky. "No wonder."

"What did Ricky do when the shot was fired?"

"l wasn't looking at Ricky. | was watching the maith the gun.”

"Poor baby," Dianne mumbled in the background. ®nesy held up a hand to cut her off.
"Was Ricky close to you?"

Mark glanced at the door, and explained faintly lRieky had frozen, then started away
in an awkward jog, arms straight down, a dull magrsound coming from his mouth.
He told it all with dead accuracy from the pointlo¢ shooting to the point of the
ambulance, and he left out nothing. He closed yes @nd relived each step, each
movement. It felt wonderful to be so truthful.

"Why didn't you tell me you watched the man kiliriself?" Dianne asked.

This irritated Greenway. "Please, Ms. Sway, youdianuss it with him later," he said
without taking his eyes off Mark.

"What was the last word Ricky said?" Greenway asked



He thought and watched the door. The hall was emiptgally can't remember."
Sergeant Hardy huddled with his lieutenant and

Special Agent Jason McThune of the FBI. They clatighe sitting area next to the soft
drink machines. Another FBI agent loitered suspisip near the elevator. The hospital
security guard glared at him.

The lieutenant explained hurriedly to Hardy thavés now an FBI matter, that the dead
man's car and all other physical evidence had heeed over by the Memphis PD, that
print experts had finished dusting the car and doiats of fingerprints too small for an
adult, and they needed to know if Mark had dropgegl clues or changed his story.
"No, but I'm not convinced he's telling the truthldrdy said.

"Has he touched anything we can take?" McThunedgle&kly, unconcerned about
Hardy's theories or convictions.

"What do you mean?"

"We have a strong suspicion the kid was in theataome point before Clifford died. We
need to lift the kid's prints from something and ge¢hey match."

"What makes you think he was in the car?" Hardydskith great anticipation.

"I'll explain later," his lieutenant said.

Hardy looked around the sitting area, and suddpoigted to a trash basket by the chair
Mark had sat in. "There. The Sprite can. He draBjpate while sitting right there."
McThune looked up and down the hall, and carefuiigpped a handkerchief around the
Sprite can. He placed it in the pocket of his coat.

"It's definitely his,” Hardy said. "This is the grirash basket, and that's the only Sprite
can."

“I'll run this to our fingerprint men,” McThune gai'ls the kid, Mark, staying here
tonight?"

"I think so," Hardy said. "They've moved a portabé=l into his brother's room. Looks
like they'll all sleep in there. Why is the FBI @amned with Clifford?"

"I'll explain later," said his lieutenant. "Stayrbdor another hour."

"I'm supposed to be off in ten minutes."



"You need the overtime."
Dr. Greenway sat in the plastic chair near the bed

and studied his notes. "I'm gonna leave in a mjruel'll be back early in the morning.
He's stable, and | expect little change throughibht. The nurses will check in every so
often. Call them if he wakes up.” He flipped a pafeaotes and read the chicken scratch,
then looked at Dianne. "It's a severe case of gmgetraumatic stress disorder.”

"What does that mean?" Mark asked. Dianne rubbetehgples and kept her eyes closed.

"Sometimes a person sees a terrible event and taope with it. Ricky was badly
scared when you removed the garden hose from ith@ga, and when he saw the man
shoot himself he was suddenly exposed to a temgfgixperience that he couldn't handle.
It triggered a response in him. He sort of snappieshocked his mind and body. He was
able to run home, which is quite remarkable becaosmally a person traumatized like
Ricky would immediately become numb and paralyzef#'paused and placed his notes
on the bed. "There's not a lot we can do right He@xpect him to come around
tomorrow, or the next day at the latest, and gt talking about things. It may take
some time. He'll have nightmares of the shooting, flashbacks. He'll deny it happened,
then he'll blame himself for it. He'll feel isoldtebetrayed, bewildered, maybe even
depressed. You just never know."

"How will you treat him?" Dianne asked.

"We have to make him feel safe. You must stay hesdl times. Now, you said the
father is of no use."

"Keep him away from Ricky," Mark said sternly. Dienodded.
"Fine. And there are no grandparents or relativesty."
"No."

"Very well. It's imperative that both of you staythis room as much as possible for the
next several days. Ricky must feel safe and seéle'.need emotional

and physical support from you. He and | will tallveral times a day. It will be important
for Mark and Ricky to talk about the shooting. Th®ed to share and compare their
reactions."

"When do you think we might go home?" Dianne asked.

"l don't know, but as soon as possible. He neeglsdifety and familiarity of his bedroom
and surroundings. Maybe a week. Maybe two. Depend®w quickly he responds.”



Dianne pulled her feet under her. "I, uh, | hayeta | don't know what to do."
"I'l have my office contact your employer firdtithg in the morning."

"My employer runs a sweatshop. It is not a niceanlcorporation with benefits and
sympathy. They will not send flowers. I'm afrai@yhwon't understand.”

“I'll do the best | can."
"What about school?" Mark asked.

"Your mother has given me the name of the princifgatall first thing in the morning
and talk to your teachers."

Dianne was rubbing her temples again. A nursetheopretty one, knocked while
entering. She handed Dianne two pills and a cupabér.

"It's Dalmane," Greenway said. "It should help yest. If not, call the nurses' station and
they'll bring something stronger."

The nurse left and Greenway stood and felt Ridkyshead. "See you guys in the
morning. Get some sleep." He smiled for the fireet then closed the door behind him.

They were alone, the tiny Sway family, or what wefsof it. Mark moved closer to his
mother and leaned on her shoulder. They lookeldeagmall head on the large pillow less
than five feet away.

She patted his arm. "It'll be all right, Mark. Welseen through worse.” She held him
tight and he closed his eyes.

"I'm sorry, Mom." His eyes watered, and he was ydada cry. "I'm so sorry about all
this." She squeezed him, and held him tight. Hdedlguietly with his face buried in her
shirt.

She gently lay down with Mark still in her armsdahey curled together on the cheap
foam mattress. Ricky's bed was two feet higher. wimelow was above them. The lights
were low. Mark stopped the crying. It was somethiegvas lousy at anyway.

The Dalmane was working, and she was exhauste@. iINiars of packing plastic lamps
into cardboard boxes, five hours of a full-blowrsts, and now the Dalmane. She was
ready for a deep sleep.

"Will you get fired, Mom?" Mark asked. He worriedaut the family finances as much
as she did.

"l don't think so. We'll worry about it tomorrow."



"We need to talk, Mom."
"l know we do. But let's do it in the morning."
"Why can't we talk now?"

She relaxed her grip and breathed deeply, eyesdyirdosed. "I'm very tired and sleepy,
Mark. | promise we'll have a long talk first thimgthe morning. You have some
guestions to answer, don't you? Now go brush yeethtand let's try and sleep.”

Mark was suddenly tired too. The hard line of aahbtace protruded through the cheap
mattress, and he crept closer to the wall and gaiie lone sheet over him. His mother
rubbed his arm. He stared at the wall, six inclvessyaand decided he could not sleep
like this for a week.

Her breathing was much heavier and she was conphdik He thought of Romey.
Where was he now? Where was the chubby little vattythe bald head? He
remembered the sweat and how it poured from hisysggalp and ran down in all
directions, some dripping from his eyebrows andesgoaking his collar. Even his ears
were wet. Who would get his car? Who would clearpiand wash the blood off? Who
would get the gun? Mark realixed for the first tithat his ears were no longer ringing
from the gunfire in the car. Was Hardy still ougtté in the sitting room trying to sleep?
Would the cops return tomorrow with more questiondat if they asked about the
garden hose? What if they asked a thousand qus@tion

He was wide awake now, staring at the wall. Lighisn the outside trickled through the
blinds. The Dalmane worked well because his motfar breathing very slow and heavy.
Ricky had not moved. He stared at the dim lightvahihe table, and thought of Hardy
and the police. Were they watching him? Was he usdieveillance, like on television?
Surely not.

He watched them sleep for twenty minutes, and gatdwith it. It was time to explore.
When he was a first-grader, his father came homekdiate one night and started raising
hell with Dianne. They fought and the trailer shoakd Mark eased open the shoddy
window in his room and slid to the ground. He wianta long walk around the
neighborhood, then through the woods. It was agimky night with plenty of stars, and
he rested on a hill overlooking the trailer parle. ptayed for the safety of his mother. He
asked God for a family in which everyone could gledéthout fear of abuse. Why
couldn't they just be normal? He rambled for twarsoAll was quiet when he returned
home, and thus began a habit of nighttime excusdibat had brought him much
pleasure and peace.

Mark was a thinker, a worrier, and when sleep cantewent or wouldn't come at all, he
went for long, secret walks. He learned much. Heavdark clothing and moved like a
thief through the shadows of Tucker Wheel Estatieswitnessed petty crimes of theft



and vandalism, but he never told. He saw loveralsfrem windows. He loved to sit on
the hill above the park on clear nights and enjguiat smoke. The fear of getting caught
by his mother had vanished years earlier. She widnked and slept sound.

He was not afraid of strange places. He pullecshet over his mother's shoulder, did
the same for Ricky, and quietly closed the dooiirmehim. The hall was dark and empty.
Karen the gorgeous was busy at the nurses' desksr8ited beautifully at him and
stopped her writing. He wanted to go for some oegage in the cafeteria, he said, and
he knew how to get there. He'd be back in a miriKéieen grinned at him as he walked
away, and Mark was in love.

Hardy was gone. The sitting room was empty butelevision was on. "Hogan's
Heroes." He took the empty elevator to the basement

The cafeteria was deserted. A man with casts dmlegs sat stiffly in a wheelchair at
one table. The casts were shiny and clean. An aamimwa sling. A band of thick gauze
covered the top of his head and it looked as thaligthair had been shaven. He was
terribly uncomfortable.

Mark paid for a pint of juice, and sat at a taldamthe man. He grimaced in pain, and
shoved his soup away in frustration. He sippedejticough a straw, and noticed Mark.

"What's up?" Mark asked with a smile. He could tallanyone and felt sorry for the guy.

The man glared at him, then looked away. He grimiagain and tried to adjust his legs.
Mark tried not to stare.

A man with a white shirt and tie appeared from nexehwith a tray of food and coffee,
and sat at a table on the other side of the injgtgd He didn't appear to notice Mark.
"Bad injury,” he said with a large smile. "What paped?"

"Car wreck" came the somewhat anguished reply. Hadiy an Exxon truck. Nut ran a
stop sign.”

The smile grew even larger and the food and caoffeie ignored. "When did it happen?"
"Three days ago."

"Did you say Exxon truck?" The man was standing mwoging quickly to the guy's table,
pulling something out of his pocket. He took a claaid was suddenly sitting within
inches of the casts.

"Yeah," the guy said warily.

The man handed him a white card. "My name's GidlTem a lawyer, and | specialize in
auto accidents, especially cases involving langeks." Gill Teal said this very rapidly,



as if he'd hooked a large fish and had to workidyior it might get away. "That's my
specialty. Big-truck cases. Eighteen wheelers. Dtmngks. Tankers. You name it, and |
go after them." He thrust his hand across the tdbNleme's Gill Teal.”

Luckily for the guy, his good arm was his right paad he lamely slung it over the table
to shake hands with this hustler. "Joe Farris."

Gill pumped it furiously, and eagerly moved in tbe kill. "What you got-two broke legs,
concussion, coupla puncture wounds?"

"And broken collarbone."

"Great. Then we're looking at permanent disabilithat type work you do?" Gill asked,
rubbing his chin in careful analysis. The card Wasy on the table, untouched by Joe.
They were unaware of Mark.

"Crane operator."

"Union?"

"Yeah."

"Wow. And the Exxon truck ran a stop sign. No doaibdut who's at fault here?"

Joe frowned and shifted again, and even Mark ctlildhe was rapidly tiring of Gill and
this intrusion. He shook his head no.

Gill made frantic notes on a napkin, then smiledc#t and announced, "l can get you at
least six hundred thousand. | take only a third, you walk away with four hundred
thousand. Minimum. Four hundred grand, tax freeonfrse. We'll file suit tomorrow."

Joe took this as if he'd heard it before. Gill humgnidair with his mouth open, proud of
himself, full of confidence.

"I've talked to some other lawyers," Joe said.

"l can get you more than anybody. | do this foivangj, nothing but truck cases.. I've
sued Exxon before, know all their lawyers and coapopeople locally, and they're
terrified of me because | go for the jugular. Warfare, Joe, and I'm the best in town. |
know how to play their dirty games. Just settlétuak case for almost half a million.
They threw money at my client once he hired me.INagging, Joe, but I'm the best in
town when it comes to these cases."

"A lawyer called me this morning and said he caygdd me a million."



"He's lying. What was his name? McFay? Ragland2&ass? F know these guys. |
kick their asses all the time, Joe, and anywayd sia hundred thousand is a minimum.
Could be much more. Hell, Joe, if they push usi#&d, twho knows how much a jury
might give us. I'm in trial every day, Joe, kickiags all over Memphis. Six hundred is a
minimum. Have you hired anybody yet? Signed a eat®"

Joe shook his head no. "Not yet."

"Wonderful. Look, Joe, you've got a wife and kidght?"

"Ex-wife, three kids."

"So you've got child support, man, now listen ta iew much child support?"

"Five hundred a month."

"That's low. And you've got bills. Here's what ¢it. I'll advance you a thousand bucks a
month to be applied against your settlement. Ibettle in three months, | withhold three
thousand. If it takes two years, and it won't, ibutdoes I'll withhold twenty-four

thousand. Or whatever. You follow me, Joe? Cash oioithe spot.”

Joe shifted again and stared at the table. "Thisrdawyer came by my room yesterday
and said he'd advance two thousand now and floatvméhousand a month."

"Who was it? Scottie Moss? Rob LaMoke? | know thepsgs, Joe, and they're trash.
Can't find their way to the courthouse. You can'stthem. They're incompetent. I'll
match it-two thousand now, and two thousand a mbnth

"This other guy with some big firm offered ten tlsand up front and a line of credit for
whatever | needed.”

Gill was crushed, and it was at least ten secortty® he could speak. "Listen to me, Joe.
It's not a matter of advance cash, okay. It's denaf how much money | can get for you
from Exxon. And nobody, | repeat, nobody will gedmn@ than me. Nobody. Look. I'll
advance five thousand now, and allow you to draatwiou need to pay bills. Fair
enough?"

"I'll think about it."

"Time is critical, Joe. We must move fast. Evidedsappears. Memories fade. Big
corporations move slow."

"I said I'll think about it."

"Can | call you tomorrow?"



"No."
"Why not?"

"Hell, | can't sleep now for all the damned lawyeadling. | can't eat a meal without you
guys bargin in. There are more lawyers arounddamned place than doctors."

Gill was unmoved. "There are a lot of sharks ouehéoe. A lot of really lousy lawyers
who'll screw up your case. Sad but true. The psibesis overcrowded, so lawyers are
everywhere trying to find business. But don't makaistake, Joe. Check me out. Look in
the Yellow Pages. There's a full-page three-cadoioa me, Joe. Look up Gill Teal, and
you'll see who's for real.”

"I'll think about it."

Gill came forth with another card and handed iide. He said good-bye and left, never
touching the food or coffee on his tray.

Joe was suffering. He grabbed the wheel with lgistrarm, and slowly rolled himself
away. Mark wanted to help, but thought better &iras Both of Gill's cards were on the
table. He finished his juice, glanced around, aicllgal up one of the cards.

Mark told Karen, his sweetheart, that he couldsleep and would be watching

television if anyone needed him. He sat on the lca¢he waiting area and flipped
through the phone book while watching "Cheers"meride sipped another Sprite. Hardy,
bless his heart, hfd given him eight quarters afiener.

Karen brought him a blanket and tucked it arousddgs. She patted his arm with her
long, thin hands, and glided away. He watched estap.

Mr. Gill Teal did indeed have a full-page ad in thitorneys section of the Memphis
Yellow Pages, along with a dozen other lawyersr@heas a nice picture of him
standing casually outside a courthouse with hikgaoff and sleeves rolled up. "I FIGHT
FOR YOUR RIGHTS!" it said under the photo. In boddl letters across the top, the
guestion HAVE YOU BEEN INJURED? cried out. Thickegn print answered just
below, IF so, CALL GILL TEAL-HE'S FOR REAL. Fartheilown, in blue print, Gill
listed all the types of cases he handled, andetere hundreds. Lawn mowers,
electrical shock, deformed babies, car wrecks,agipl water heaters. Eighteen years'
experience in all courts. A small map in the comfahe ad directed the world to his
office, which was just across the street from tharthouse.

Mark heard a familiar voice, and suddenly therevas, Gill Teal himself, on television
standing beside a hospital emergency entrancetpiidhout injured loved ones and
crooked insurance companies. Red lights flashéderbackground. Paramedics ran
behind him. But Gill had the situation under cohtemd he would take your case for
nothing down. No fee unless he recovered.



Small world! In the past two hours, Mark had seen im person, picked up one of his
business cards, was literally looking at his facthe Yellow Pages, and now, here he
was speaking to him from the television.

He closed the phone book and laid it on the cletieoffee table. He pulled the blanket
over him and decided to go to sleep.

Tomorrow? he might call Gill Teal.

Foltrigg liked to be escorted. He especially engbtfeose priceless moments when the
cameras were rolling and waiting for him, and at phhe right moment he would stroll
majestically through the hall or down the courthoageps with Wally Boxx in front like
a pit bull and Thomas Fink or another assistartibyside, brushing off idiotic questions.
He spent many quiet moments watching videos of élindsrting in and out of
courthouses with a small entourage. His timing ussally perfect. He had the walk
perfected. He held his hands up patiently as ivbeld love to answer questions but,
being a man of great importance, he just didn'ehthe time. Soon thereafter, Wally
would call the reporters in for an orchestratedggmonference in which Roy himself
would break from his brutal work schedule and speeifelv moments in the lights. A
small library in the U.S. Attorney's suite had beenverted to a press room, complete
with floodlights and a sound system. Roy kept makiewa locked cabinet.

As he entered the Federal Building on Main Stre@flemphis, a few minutes after
midnight, he had an escort of sorts with Wally &k and agents Tru-mann and Scherff,
but there were no anxious reporters. In fact, rsxwd waited for him until he entered the
offices of the FBI, where Jason McThune sippedestaffee with two other weary agents.
So much for grand entrances.

Introductions were handled quickly as they walke®/cThune's cramped office.

Foltrigg took the only available seat. McThune &asenty-year man who'd been
shipped to Memphis four years earlier against hsh@s and was counting the months
until he could leave for the Pacific Northwest. \as tired and irritated because it was
late. He'd heard of Foltrigg, but never met hime Thmors described him as a pompous
ass.



An agent who was unidentified and unintroducedediahie door, and McThune fell into
his seat behind the desk. He covered the basedinting of the car, the contents of it,
the gun, the wound, the time of death, and on andkid's name is Mark Sway. He told
the Memphis PD he and his younger brother happeped the body and ran to call the
authorities. They live about a half a mile awayitrailer park. The younger kid is in the
hospital now suffering from what appears to berratic shock. Mark Sway and his
mother, Dianne, divorced, are also at the hospitat. father lives here in the city, and
has a record of petty stuff. DUIs, fights, and like. Sophisticated criminal. Low-class
white people. Anyway, the kid's lying."

"l couldn't read the note," Foltrigg interruptegjrdy to say something. "The fax was
bad." He said this as if McThune and the Memphis\Ww&e inept because he, Roy
Foltrigg, had received a bad fax in his van.

McThune glanced at Larry Trumann and Skipper S€ls&hding against the wall, and
continued. "I'll get to that in a minute. We kndvwetkid's lying because he says they
arrived on the scene after Clifford shot himsetoks doubtful. First, the kid's
fingerprints are all over the car, inside and @ut.the dash, on the door, on the whiskey
bottle, on the gun, everywhere. We lifted a priotd him about two hours ago, and
we've had our people all over the car. They'llsimup tomorrow, but it's obvious the kid
was inside. Doing what, well, we're not yet certdife've also found prints all around the
rear taillights just above the exhaust pipe. Aretehwere also three fresh cigarette butts
under a tree near the car. Virginia Slims, the saraad used by Dianne Sway. We
figure the kids were being kids, took the cigaeftem their mother, and went for a
smoke. They were minding their own business whéffio@l appears from nowhere.
They hide and watch him-it's a dense area anddnidino problem. Maybe they sneak
around and pull out the hose, swe're not sure aaditls aren't telling. The little boy
can't talk right now, and Mark evidently is lyingnyway, it's obvious the hose didn't
work. We're trying to match prints on it, but téslious work. May be impossible. I'l
have photos in the morning to show the locatiothefhose when the Memphis PD
arrived.”

McThune lifted a yellow notepad from the wreckageh@s desk. He spoke to it, not to
Foltrigg. "Clifford fired at least one shot fromside the car. The bullet exited through
the center, almost exactly, of the front passemagedow, which cracked but did not
shatter. No idea why he did this, and no idea whesmas done. The autopsy was finished
an hour ago, and Clifford was full of Dalmane, dodeand Percodan.

Plus his blood alcohol content was point two-twamhe was drunk as a skunk, as these
people say down here. My point being, not only Wwa®ff his rocker enough to kill
himself, but he was also drunk and stoned, so ‘theceway to figure out a lot of this.
We're not tracking a rational mind."

"l understand that." Roy nodded impatiendy. WalbxB hovered behind him like a
well-trained terrier.



McThune ignored him. "The gun's a cheap .38 hehased illegally at a pawnshop here
in Memphis. We've questioned the owner, but he ttalk without his lawyer present, so
we'll do that in'the morning, or this morning | sitdbsay. A Texaco receipt shows a
purchase of gasoline in Vaiden, Mississippi, al@uhour and a half from here. The
clerk is a kid who says she thinks he stopped afo#M. No other evidence of any
stops. His secretary says he left the office arduAdM., said he had an errand to run
and she didn't hear a word until we called. Frangthe was not very upset at the news. It
looks as though he left New Orleans shortly afteendrove to Memphis in five or six
hours, stopped once for gas” stopped to buy theapuhdrove off and shot himself.
Maybe he stopped for lunch, maybe to buy whiskegylme a lot of things. We're

digging.”
"Why Memphis?" Wally Boxx asked. Foltrigg noddebdymusly approving the question.

"Because he was born here," McThune said solemhilewtaring at Foltrigg, as if
everyone prefers to die in the place of their bilthvas a humorous response delivered
by a serious face, and Foltrigg missed it all. Maiién had heard he was not too bright.

"Evidently, the family moved away when he was a
child,"” he explained after a pause. "He went tbeg@ at Rice and law school at Tulane.”
"We were in law school together," Fink said proudly

"That's great. The note was handwritten and datealt or yesterday | should say.
Handwritten with a black felt tip pen of some st pen wasn't found on him or in the
car." McThune picked up a sheet of paper and leansaks the desk. "Here. This is the
original. Be careful with it."

Wally Boxx leaped at it and handed it to Foltrigdho studied it. McThune rubbed his
eyes and continued. "Just funeral arrangementsliaactions to his secretary. Look at
the bottom. It looks as though he tried to add sbing with a blue ballpoint pen, but the
pen was out of ink."

Foltrigg's nose got closer to the note. "It sayarkyMark where are,’ and | can't make
out the rest of it."

"Right. The handwriting is awful and the pen ran ofuink, but our expert says the same
thing. 'Mark, Mark where are.' He also thinks tGétford was drunk or stoned or
something when he tried to write this. We foundpkea in the car. Cheap Bic. No doubt
it's the pen. He has no children, nephews, brotlweides, or cousins by the name of
Mark. We're checking his close friends-his secyesaid he had none-but as of now we
haven't found a Mark."

"So what does it mean?"



"There's one other thing. A few hours ago, Mark pveale to the hospital with a
Memphis cop by the name of Hardy. Along the waylehd slip that Ro-mey said or did
something. Romey. Short for Jerome, according to@®lifford's secretary. In fact, she
said more people called him Romey than Jerome. Wowud the kid know the nickname
unless Mr. Clifford himself told him?"

Foltrigg listened with his mouth open. "What do yhink?" he asked.

"Well, my theory is that the kid was in the,cardref Clifford shot himself, and that he
was there for some time because of all the pramtd,that he and Clifford talked about
something. Then, at some point, the kid leaves#neClifford tries to add something to
his note, and shoots himselfTThe kid is scared litiis brother goes into shock, and
here we are."

"Why would the kid lie?"

"One, he's scared. Two, he's a kid. Three, mayl®@ told him something he doesn't
need to know."

McThune's delivery was perfect, and the dramatichudine left a heavy silence in the
room. Foltrigg was frozen. Boxx and Fink starechklg at the desk with open mouths.

Because his boss was temporarily at a loss, WalkxBnoved in defensively and asked
a stupid question. "Why do you think this?"

McThune's patience with U.S. attorneys and thtile [flunkies had been exhausted about
twenty years earlier. He'd seen them come and gal. Idarned to play their games and
manipulate their egos. He knew the best way to lleahéir banalities was simply to
respond. "Because of the note, the prints, antldbeThe poor kid doesn't know what to
do."

Foltrigg placed the note on the desk, and cleaiethhoat. "Have you talked to the kid?"

"No. | went to the hospital two hours ago, but dad see him. Sergeant Hardy of the
Memphis PD talked to him."

"Do you plan to?"

"Yes, in a few hours. Trumann and | will go to ti@spital around nine or so and talk to
the kid and maybe his mother. I'd also like to talkhe little brother, but it'll depend on
his doctor."

"I'd like to be there," Foltrigg said. Everyone knig was coming.

McThune shook his head. "Not a good idea. We'ldhait." He was abrupt and left no
doubt that he was in charge. This was MemphisNest Orleans.



"What about the kid's doctor? Have you talked toHi

"No, not yet. We'll try this morning. | doubt if lesay much."

"Do you think these kids would tell the doctor?hlEiasked innocently.

McThune rolled his eyes at Trumann as if to say &\Hind of dumbasses have you
brought me?" "l can't answer that, sir. | don't\wnehat the kids know. | don't know the
doctor's name. | don't know if he's talked to tiaskl don't know if the kids will tell him
anything."

Foltrigg frowned at Fink, who shrank with embarraest. McThune glanced at his
watch and stood. "Gendemen, it's late. Our peopldimish with the car by noon, and |

suggest we meet then."

"We must know everything Mark Sway knows," Roy saithout moving. "He was in
that car, and Clifford talked to him."

"I know that."

"Yes, Mr. McThune, but there are some things yon'tdonow. Clifford knew the
location of the body, and he was talking about it."

"There are a lot of things | don't know, Mr. Faigi because this is a New Orleans case,
and | work Memphis, you understand. | don't warkriiow any more about poor Mr.
Boyette and poor Mr. Clifford. I'm up to my assdead bodies here. It's almost i A.M.,
and I'm sitting here in my office working on a caisat's not mine, talking to you fellas
and answering your questions. And I'll work on ¢se until noon tomorrow, then my
pal Larry Trumann here can have it. I'll be finidhie

"Unless, of course, you get a call from Washindton.

"Yes, unless, of course, | get a call from Wastongthen I'll do whatever Mr. Voyles
tells me."

"l talk to Mr. Voyles every week."

" Congratulations.”

"The Boyette case is the FBI's top priority at thiement, according to him."
"So I've heard.”

"And I'm sure Mr. Voyles will appreciate your efter



"l doubt it."

Roy stood slowly and stared at McThune. "It is ingbee that we know everything Mark
Sway knows. Do you understand?"

McThune returned the stare and said nothing.

Karen checked on Mark throughout the night, andipnd him orange juice around eight.
He was alone in the small waiting room. She woke gently.

In spite of his many problems at the moment, hefaiag hopelessly in love with this
beautiful nurse. He sipped the juice and looked im@r sparkling brown eyes. She patted
the blanket covering his legs.

"How old are you?" he asked.

She smiled even wider.

"Twenty-four. Thirteen years older than you. Whyyaw ask?"

"Just a habit. Are you married?"

"No." She gently removed the blanket and beganrigld. "How was the sofa?"

Mark stood, stretched, and watched her. "Bettar that bed Morn had to sleep on. Did
you work all night?"

"From eight to eight. We're doing twelve-hour shifour days a week. Come with me.
Dr. Greenway is in the room and wants to see y8he' took his hand, which helped
immensely, and they walked to Ricky's room. Kaefhdnd closed the door behind her.

Dianne looked tired. She stood at the foot of Rigked with an unlit cigarette in her
trembling hand. Mark stood next to her, and shehputarm on his shoulder. They
watched as Greenway rubbed Ricky's forehead ardcedpdim. His eyes were closed
and he was not responding.



"He doesn't hear you, Doctor," Dianne said findllyvas difficult to listen to Greenway
chat away in baby talk. He ignored her. She wip&shafrom her cheek. Mark smelled
fresh soap and noticed her hair was wet.- She ¢hadged clothes. But there was no
makeup and her face was different.

Greenway stood straight. "A most severe case,alttadmost to himself while staring at
the closed eyes.

"What's next?" she asked.

"We wait. His vital signs are stable, so there'phgsical danger. He'll come around, and
when he does, it's imperative that you be in thasw." Greenway was looking at them
now, rubbing his beard, deep in thought. "He mastlgs mother when he opens his eyes,
do you, understand this?"

“I'm not leaving."

"You, Mark, can come and go a bit, but it's begoili stay here as much as possible too.
Mark nodded his head. The thought of spending amattinute in the room was painful.

"The first moments can be crucial. He'll be frigiegd when he looks around. He needs to
see and feel his mother. Hold him and reassure @ati.the nurse immediately. I'll leave
instructions. He'll be very hungry, so we'll trydagret some food in him. The nurse u
remove trie iv, so ne can waiK around tne room. tBatimportant thing is to hold him."

"When do you-"
"l don't know. Probably today or tomorrow. Themsway to predict.”
"Have you seen cases like this before?"

Greenway looked at Ricky, and decided to go fortthéh. He shook his head. "Not quite
this bad. He's almost comatose, which is a bit ualudNormally, after a period of good
rest, they'll be awake and eating." He almost madagsmile. "But, I'm not concerned.
Ricky will be all right. It'll just take some tinde.

Ricky seemed to hear this. He grunted and strefdhedlid not open his eyes. They
watched intently, hoping for a mumble or word. Thbuark preferred that he remain
silent about the shooting until they discussedbih@, he desperately wanted his little
brother to wake up and start talking about othettens He was tired of looking at him
curled up on the pillow, sucking that damned thumb.

Greenway reached into his bag and produced a ngesgdawas the Memphis Press, the
morning paper. He laid it on the bed, and handedhié a card. "My office is in the



building next door. Here's the phone number, jusiase. Remember, the moment he
wakes up, call the nurses’ station, and they'llmalimmediately. Okay?"

Dianne took the card and nodded. Greenway unfaldeaewspaper on Ricky's bed in
front of them. "Have you seen this?"

"No," she answered.

At the bottom of the front page was a headline aBmumey. NEW ORLEANS
LAWYER COMMITS SUICIDE IN NORTH MEMPHIS. Under thieeadline to the right
was a big photo of W. Jerome Llitiora, and the demdieadline-FLAMBOYANT
CRIMINAL LAWYER WITH SUSPECTED MOB TIES. The wordtiob" jumped at
Mark. He stared at Romey's face, and suddenly wketedeomit.

Greenway leaned forward and lowered his voiceséédms as though Mr. Clifford was a
rather well-known lawyer in New Orleans. He wasoiwed in the Senator Boyette case.
Apparently, he was the attorney for the man chavgédthe murder. Have you kept up
with it?"

Dianne actually put the unlit cigarette in her nioi@he shook her head no.

"Well, it's a big case. The first U.S. senator ¢onurdered in office. You can read this
after | leave. There are police and FBI downstdirey were waiting when | arrived an
hour ago." Mark grabbed the railing on the footha bed. "They want to talk to Mark,
and of course they want you present."

"Why?" she asked.

Greenway looked at his watch. "The Boyette casemsplicated. | think you'll
understand more after you read the story heréd lthem you and Mark could not speak
with them until | say so. Is this all right?"

"Yes," Mark blurted out. "I don't want to talk tkem." Dianne and Greenway looked at
him. "I may end up like Ricky if these cops keegdimg me." For some reason, Mark
knew the police would return with a lot of questoiihey were not finished with him.
But the photo on the front page of the paper aadihntion of the FBI suddenly sent
chills over him, and he needed to sit down.

"Keep them away for now," Dianne said to Greenway.

"lhey asked it they could see you at nine, andd sa. But they won't go away." He
looked at his watch again. "I'll be here at nocerhiaps we should talk to them then."

"Whatever you think," she said.



"Very well. I'll put them off until twelve. My offte has called your employer and the
school. Try not to worry about that. Just staytog bed until | return.” He almost smiled
as he closed the door behind him.

Dianne ran to the bathroom and lit her cigarettarkvpunched the remote control by
Ricky's bed until the television was on and he tbtire local news. Nothing but -weather
and sports.

Dianne finished the story about Mr. Clifford andgxd the paper on the floor under the
foldaway bed. Mark watched anxiously.

"His client killed a United States senator,"” shiel sa awe.

No kidding. There were about to be some tough tuestand Mark was suddenly
hungry. It was past nine. Ricky hadn't moved. Theses had forgotten about them.
Greenway seemed like ancient history. The FBI wasimg somewhere in the darkness.
The room was growing smaller by the minute, andctieap cot on which he was sitting
was ruining his back.

"I wonder why he did that,"” he said because hedcthuhk of nothing else to say.

"It says Jerome Clifford had ties with the New @rlse mob, and that his client is widely
thought to be a member."

He'd seen The Godfather on cable. In fact, he'd seen the first sequel to The
Godfather, and he knew all about the mob. Scepesuiic fore his eyes, and the pains in
his stomach grew sharper.

His heart pounded. "I'm hungry, Mom. Are you hurigjry

"Why didn't you tell me the truth, Mark?"

"Because the cop was in the trailer, and it wasgbod time to talk. I'm sorry, Mom. |
promise I'm sorry. | planned to tell you as soomaswvere alone, | promise.”

She rubbed her temples and looked so sad. "You fiewe me, Mark."

Never say never. "Can we talk about this later, KMdim really hungry. Give me a
couple of bucks and I'll run down to the cafetema get some doughnuts. I'd love a
doughnut. I'll get you some coffee." He was onflet waiting for the money.
Fortunately, she was not in the mood for a seralksabout truthfulness and such. The
Dalmane lingered and her thoughts were slow. Had m@unded. She opened her purse
and gave him a five-dollar bill. "Where's the cafet?"

"Basement. Madison Wing. I've been there twice."



"Why am | not surprised? | suppose you've beeowt this place.”

He took the money and crammed it in the pockei®fdans. "Yes ma'am. We're on the
quietest floor. The babies are in the basementtana circus down there."

"Be careful."

He closed the door behind him. She waited, thek toe bottle of Valium from her purse.
Greenway had sent it.

Mark ate four doughnuts during Donahue and watttiednother try to nap on the bed.
He kissed her on the forehead, and told her heeaedroam around a bit. She told him
not to leave the hospital.

He used the stairs again because he figured Hawdiyhe FBI and the rest of the gang
might be hanging around somewhere downstairs wgitinhim to happen by.

Like most big-city charity hospitals, St. Pete@gllbeen built over time whenever funds
could be squeezed, with little thought of architeak symmetry. It was a sprawling and
bewildering configuration of additions and wingsthwa maze of hallways and corridors
and mezzanines trying desperately to connect eviagytElevators and escalators had
been added wherever they would fit. At some pairttistory, someone had realized the
difficulty of moving from one point to another wiht getting hopelessly lost, and a
dazzling array of color-coded signs had been implaed for the orderly flow of traffic.
Then more wings were added. The signs became absblé the hospital failed to
remove them. Now they only added to the confusion.

Mark darted through now-familiar territory and exitthe hospital through a small lobby
on Monroe Avenue. He'd studied a map of downtowshénfront of the phone book, and
he knew Gill Teal's office was within easy walkigigtance. It was on the third floor of a
building four blocks away. He moved quickly. It wagesday, a school day, and he
wanted to avoid truant officers. He was the onty dan the street, and he knew he was out
of place.

A new strategy was developing. What was wrong,dked himself as he stared at the
sidewalk and avoided eye contact with the pedestissing by, with making an
anonymous phone call to the cops or FBI and tetlegn exactly where the body was?
The secret would no longer belong only to him. diiey wasn't lying, then the body
would be found and the killer would go to jail.

There were risks. His phone call to 911 yesterdad/lbeen a disaster. Anybody on the
other end of the phone would know he was just akd FBI would record him and
analyze his voice. The Mafia wasn't stupid.

Maybe it wasn' t such a good idea.



He turned on Third Street, and darted into thei&d3uilding. It was old and very tall.
The lobby was tile and marble. He entered the &ewaith a crowd of others, and
punched the button for the third floor. Four othattons were pushed by people wearing
nice clothes and carrying briefcases. They chajteekly, in the normal hushed tones of
elevator talk.

His stop was first. He stepped into a small loblihwallways running left, right, and
straight ahead. He went left, and roamed aboutcantty, trying to appear calm, as if
lawyer shopping were a chore he'd done many tiffteste were plenty of lawyers in the
building. Their names were etched on distinguighredhze plates screwed into the doors,
and some doors were covered with rather long andiglating names with lots of initials
followed by periods. J. Winston Buckner. F. MacDdraurston. I. Hempstead Craw-
ford. The more names Mark read, the more he lofgeplain old Gill Teal.

He found Mr. Teal's door at the end of the hall.

The people's lawyer were painted in bold blacletstfrom the top of the door to the
bottom. Three people waited in the hall beside it.

Mark swallowed, and entered the office. It was gacklhe small waiting room was
filled with sad people suffering from all sortsipfuries and wounds. Crutches were
everywhere. Two people sat in wheel-chairs. Thexeevmo empty seats, and one poor
man in a neck brace sat on the cluttered coffde,this head wobbling around like a
newborn's. A lady with a dirty cast on her fooedrsoftly. A small girl with a horribly
burned face clung to her mother. War could not H@aen more pitiful. It was worse than
the emergency room at St. Peter's.

Mr. Teal certainly had been busy rounding up cieMark decided to leave, when
someone called out rudely, "What do you want?"

It was a large lady behind the receptionist's wimdby ou, kid, you want something?"
Her voice boomed around the room, but no one mbti€ke suffering continued
unabated. He stepped to the window and lookedeagdbwling, ugly face.

"I'd like to see Mr. Teal," he said softly, lookiagound.

"Oh you would. Do you have an appointment?" Sh&equia clipboard and studied it.
"No ma'am."

"What's your name?"

"Uh, Mark Sway. It's a very private matter."

"I'm sure it is." She glared at him from head te.t8Vhat type of injury is it?"



He thought about the Exxon truck and how it hadtegdvir. Teal, but he knew he
couidn t pun u off. "I, uh, I don't have an injury.

"Well, you're in the wrong place. Why do you neddwayer?"
"It's a long story."

"Look, kid, you see these people? They've all gpoantments to see Mr. Teal. He's a
very busy man, and he only takes cases involvighder injuries."

"Okay." Mark was already retreating and thinkingatthe mine field of canes and
crutches behind him.

"Now please go bother someone else."

"Sure. And if | get hit by a truck or somethingdl,¢dome back to see you." He walked
through the carnage, and made a quick exit.

He took the stairs down and explored the secorat.fidore lawyers. On one door he
counted twenty-two bronze names. Lawyers on tdpwyers. Surely one of these guys
could help him. He passed a few of them in the A&ley were too busy to notice.

A security guard suddenly appeared and walked gltaward him. Mark glanced at the
next door. The words REGGIE LOVE-LAWYER were pathten it in small letters, and
he casually turned the knob and stepped insidesiirtadl reception area was quiet and
empty. Not a single client was waiting. Two chaingl a sofa sat around a glass table.
The magazines were arranged neatly. Soft music f@meabove. A pretty rug covered
the hardwood floor. A young man with a tie but matcstood from his desk behind some
potted trees and walked a few steps forward. "Maglp you?" he asked quite pleasantly.
"Yes. | need to see a lawyer."

"You're a bit young to need a lawyer, aren't you?"

"Yes, but I'm having some problems. Are you Redgiee?"

"No. Reggie's in the back. I'm her secretary. Vghaiur name?"

He was her secretary. Reggie was a she. The sgoneda a he. "Uh, Mark Sway. You're
a secretary?"

"And a paralegal, among other things. Why arenit iposchool?" A nameplate on the
desk identified him as Clint Van Hooser.

"So you're not a lawyer?"



"No. Reggie's the lawyer."

"Then | need to speak with Reggie."

"She's busy right now. You can have a seat." Heediat the sofa.
"How long will it be?" Mark asked.

"l don't know." The young man was amused by thisri@eding a lawyer. "I'll tell her
you're here. Maybe she can see you for a minute."”

"It's very important.”

The kid was nervous and sincere. His eyes glancte aloor as if someone had
followed him there. "Are you in trouble, Mark?" @liasked.

"Yes."

"What type of trouble? You need to tell me a litilgout it, or Reggie won't talk to you."
"I'm supposed to talk to the FBI at noon, and mkhineed a lawyer."

This was good enough. "Have a seat. It'll be a teifiu

Mark eased into a chair, and as soon as Clint pessjed he opened a yellow phone book
and flipped through the pages until he found theraeys. There was Gill Teal again in
his full-page spread. Pages and pages of hugaldsying out for injured people.

Photos of busy and important men and women holthiog law books or sitting behind
wide desks or listening intently to the telephosiegk in their ears. Then half-page ones,
then quarter. Reggie Love was not there. What &ildwyer was she?

Reggie Love was one of thousands in the Memphi®¥dPages. She couldn't be much
of a lawyer if the Yellow Pages thought so littkeher, and the thought of racing from the
office crossed his mind. But then there was GillJ éhe one for real, the people's lawyer,
the star of the Yellow Pages who also had enouge @ get himself on television, and
just look at his office down the hall. No, he quickecided, he'd take his chances with
Reggie Love. Maybe she needed clients. Maybe sthenoae time to help him. The idea
of a woman lawyer suddenly appealed to him becheskeseen one on "L.A. Law" once
and she had ripped up some cops pretty good. Hedline book and returned it

carefully to the magazine rack beside the chaie @ifice was cool and pretty. There
were no voices.

Clint closed the door behind him and eased actws®érsian rug to her desk. Reggie
Love was on the phone, listening, more than talk@imt placed three phone messages



before her, and gave the standard hand signatliicate someone was waiting in the
reception area. He sat on the corner of the désligktening a paper clip and watching
her.

There was no leather in the office. The walls weapered with light floral shades of rose
and pink. A spotless desk of glass and chrome eovene corner of the rug. The chairs
were sleek and upholstered with a burgundy rabmis, witnout a doubt, was trie orrice
of a woman. A very neat woman.

Reggie Love was fifty-two years old, and had bescficing law for less than five years.
She was of medium build with very short, very ghay that fell in bangs almost to the
top of her perfectly round, black-framed glassd® &yes were green, and they glowed
at Clint as if something funny had been said. T$tenrolled them and shook her head.
"Good-bye, Sam," she finally said, and hung up.

"Got a new client for you," Clint said with a smile
"l don't need new clients,’ Clint. | need clientsarxcan pay. What's his name?"

"Mark Sway. He's just a kid, ten maybe twelve yedds And he says he's supposed to
meet with the FBI at noon. Says he needs a lawyer."

"He's alone?"
"Yeah."
"How'd he find us?"

"I have no idea. I'm just the secretary, remembeu'll have to ask some questions
yourself."

Reggie stood and walked around the desk. "Showirhidind rescue me in fifteen
minutes, okay. I've got a busy morning."

"Follow me, Mark," Clint said, and mark followednhithrough a narrow door and down
a hallway. Her office door was covered with staig&ks, and a small brass plate again
said REGGIE LOVE-LAWYER. Clint opened the door, andtioned for Mark to enter.

The first thing he noticed about her was her hwas gray and shorter than his; very
short above the ears and in the back, a bit thickegop with bangs halfway down. He'd
never seen a woman with gray hair worn so shog.\&msn't old and she wasn't young.

She smiled appropriately as they met at the dddark, I'm Reggie Love." She offered
her hand, he took it reluctantly, and she squebaed and shook firm. Shaking hands
with women was not something he did often. She madther tall nor short, thin nor



heavy. Her dress was straight and black and she black and gold bracelets on both
wrists. They rattled.

"Nice to meet you," he said weakly as they shodle Bas already leading him to a
corner of the office, where two soft chairs facddlae with picture books on it.

"Have a seat," she said. "I have only a minute."

Mark sat on the edge of his seat, and was suddemlfied. He'd lied to his mother. He'd
lied to the police. He'd lied to Dr. Greenway. Hasvabout to lie to the FBI. Romey had
been dead less than a day, and he was lying nighledt to everyone who asked.
Tomorrow he would certainly lie to the next persblaybe it was time to come clean for
a change. Sometimes it was frightening to tellttb#h, but he usually felt better
afterward. But the thought of unloading all thigggage on a stranger made his blood run
cold.

"Would you like something to drink?"

"No ma'am."

She crossed her legs. "Mark Sway, right? Pleagetloall me ma'am, all right? My
name is not Ms. Love or any of that, my name isgReed'm old enough to be your
grandmother, but you call me Reggie, okay?"

"Okay."

"How old are you, Mark? Tell me a. little about yseif."

"I'm eleven. I'm in the fifth grade at Willow Roéd.

"Why aren't you in school this morning?"

"It's a long story."

"l see. And you're here because of this long story?

"Yes."

"Do you want to tell me this long story?"

"I think so."

"Clint said you're supposed to meet with the FBi@n. Is this true?"

"Yes. They want to ask me some questions at thpitah$



She picked up a legal pad from the table and wsobeething on it. "The hospital?"

"It's part of the long story. Can | ask you somaghiReggie?" It was strange calling this
lady by a baseball name. He'd watched a TV moweiathe life of Reggie Jackson, and
remembered the crowd chanting Reggie! Reggie! ifepeunison. Then there was the
Reggie candy bar.

"Sure." She grinned a lot, and it was obvious sfeyed this scene with the kid who
needed a lawyer. Mark knew the smiles would disapfgdie made it through the story.
She had pretty eyes, and they sparkled at him.

"If 1 tell you something, will you ever repeat itA& asked.

"Of course not. It's privileged, confidential.”

"What does that mean?"

"It means simply that | can never repeat anythiog tell me unless you tell me | can
repeat it."

"Never?"

"Never. It's like talking to your doctor or minis-

ter. The conversations are secret and held in tDgsyou understand?"
"I think so. Under no circumstances-"

"Never. Under no circumstances can | tell anyonatwbu tell me."
"What if | told you something that no one else ks@v

"l can't repeat it."

"Something the police really want to know?"

"l can't repeat it." She at first was amused bgéhguestions, but his determination made
her wonder.

"Something that could get you in*a lot of trouble."
"l can't repeat it."
Mark looked at her without blinking for a long mieyand convinced himself she could

be trusted. Her face was warm and her eyes weréociimg. She was relaxed and easy
to talk to.



"Any more questions?" she asked.
"Yeah. Where'd you get the name Reggie?"

"I changed my name several years ago. It was Re-gimd | was married to a doctor, and
then all sorts of bad things happened so | changedame to Reggie."”

"You're divorced?"

"Yes."

"My parents are divorced."”
"I'm sorry."

"Don't be sorry. My brother and | were really hapglyen they got a divorce. My father
drank a lot and beat us. Beat Mom too. Me and Rattsays hated him."

"Ricky's your brother?"

"Yes. He's the one in the hospital.”

"What's the matter with him?"

"It's part of the long story."

"When would you like to tell me this story?"

Mark hesitated a few seconds and thought abow ahiegs. He wasn't quite ready to
tell all. "How much do you charge?"

"l don't know. What kind of case is it?"

"What kind of cases do you take?"

"Mostly cases involving abused or neglected child&ome abandoned children. Lots of
adoptions. A few medical malpractice cases invg\virfants. But mainly abuse cases. |

get some pretty bad cases."

"Good, because this is a really bad one. One péssdead. One is in the hospital. The
police and FBI want to talk to me."

"Look, Mark, I assume you don't have a lot of motehire me, do you?"

"NO_”



"Technically, you're supposed to pay me sometheng eetainer, and once this is done
I'm your lawyer and we'll go from there. Do you kavdollar?"

"Yes."

"Then why don't you give it to me as a retainer."

Mark pulled a one-dollar bill from his pocket anahldled it to her. "This is all I've got."
Reggie didn't want the kid's dollar, but she tadkeicause ethics were ethics and because
it would probably be his last payment. And he wamid of himself for hiring a lawyer.

She would somehow return it to him.

She laid the bill on the table, and said, "Okayy o the lawyer and you're the client.
Let's hear the story."

He reached into his pocket again and pulled outdlued clipping from the newspaper
Greenway had given them. He handed it to her. "Haweseen this?" he asked. "It's in
this morning's paper.” His hand was trembling dredgaper shook.

"Are you scared, Mark?"

"Sort of."

"Try to relax, okay."

"Okay. I'll try. Have you seen this?"

"No, | haven't seen the paper yet." She took tippiclg and read it. Mark watched her
eyes closely.

"Okay," she said when she finished.

"It mentions the body was found by two boys. Wilt's me and Ricky."

"Well, I'm sure that must've been awful, but itsanime to find a dead body."

"Good. Because there's much more to the story."

Her smile had disappeared. The pen was ready.rit teehear it now."

Mark breathed deeply and rapidly. The four dougbmhiurned away in his stomach. He

was scared, but he also knew he would feel mudierbehen it was over. He settled
deep in the chair, took a long breath, and looketeafloor.



He started with his career as a smoker, and Riatghang him, and going to the woods.
Then the car, the water hose, the fat man who duoné to be Jerome Clifford. He spoke
slowly because he wanted to remember it all, amddee he wanted his new lawyer to
write it all down.

Clint attempted to interrupt after fifteen minutbst Reggie frowned at him. He quickly
closed the door and disappeared.

The first account took twenty minutes with few mtgtions from Reggie. There were
gaps and holes, none the fault of Mark, just qoftsthat she picked through during the
second pass, which took another twenty minutesy Bheke for coffee and ice water, all
fetched by Clint, and Reggie moved the conversdbtdrer desk, where she spread out
her notes and prepared for the third run-througthisfremarkable story. She filled one
legal pad, and started another. The smiles wegedone. The friendly, patronizing
chitchat from the grandmother to her grandchild beein replaced with pointed
guestions picking for details.

The only details Mark withheld were the ones déseg the exact location of the body of
Senator Boyd Boyette, or rather Romey's story attmibody. As the secret and
confidential conversation unfolded, it became obsito Reggie that Mark knew where
the body was allegedly buried, and she skillfuthgd dearfully danced around this
information. Maybe she would ask, maybe she woul@uit it would be the last thing
discussed.

An hour after they started, she took a break aad tiee newspaper story twice. Then
again. It seemed to fit. He knew too many detailse lying. This was not a story a
hyperactive mind could fabricate. And the poor\ias scared to death.

Clint interrupted again at eleven-thirty to infoReggie her next appointment had been
waiting for an hour. "Cancel it," Reggie said witthdooking from her notes, and Clint
was gone. Mark walked around her office as she. tdadtood in her window and
watched the traffic on Third Street below. Therréteirned to his seat and waited.

His lawyer was deeply troubled, and he almostdetty for her. All those names and
faces in the Yellow Pages, and he had to dropbibrisb on Reggie Love.

"What are you afraid of, Mark?" she asked, rubliingeyes.

"Lots of things. I've lied to the police about thesd | think they know I'm lying. And
that scares me. My little brother's in a coma beeanf me. It's all my fault. | lied to his
doctor. And all that scares me. | don't know wheadd, and | guess that's why I'm here.
What should | do?"

"Have you told me everything?"

"No, but almost."



"Have you lied to me?"

"No."

"Do you know where the body is buried?"

"I think so. | know what Jerome Clifford told me."

For a split second, Reggie was terrified he wolldthit out. But he didn't, and they
stared at each other for a long rime.

"Do you want to tell me where it is?" she finallskad.
"Do you want me to?"
"I'm not sure. What keeps you from telling me?"

"I'm scared, | don't want anybody to know that bWn because Romey told me his client
had killed many people and was planning on killRgmey too. If he's killed lots of
people, and if he thinks | know this secret, wdline after me. And if | tell this stuff to
the cops then he'll come after me for sure. HetkarMafia, and that really scares me.
Wouldn”t it scare you?"

"l think so."

"And the cops have threatened me u i aon i tetrtiie, and they think I'm lying anyway,
and | just don't know what to do. Do you think bshd tell the police and the FBI?"

Reggie stood and walked slowly to the window. She tho wonderful advice at this
point. If she suggested that her newest client Bigilguts to the FBI, and he followed her
advice, his life could indeed be in danger. Theas wo law requiring him to tell.
Obstruction of justice, maybe, but he was justda Khey didn't know for certain what he
knew, and if they couldn't prove it, he was safe.

"Let's do this, Mark. Don't tell me where the baslyokay? For now anyway. Maybe
later, but not now. And let's meet with the FBI disten to them. You won't have to say
a word. I'll do the talking, and we'll both do tiretening. And when it's over, you and |
will decide what to do next."

"Sounds good to me."

"Does your mother know you're here?"

"No. | need to call her."



Reggie found the number in the phone book anddlihie hospital. Mark explained to
Dianne that he had gone for a walk and would beethrea minute. He was a smooth liar,
Reggie noticed. He listened for a while and loo#sturbed. "How is he?" he asked. "I'll
be there in a minute.”

He hung up and looked at Reggie. "Mom's upset.yR&atoming out of the coma and she
can't find Dr. Greenway."

"I'll walk with you to the hospital."
"That would be nice."

"Where does the FBI want to meet?"
"l think at the hospital.”

She checked her watch and threw two fresh legad pad her briefcase. She was
suddenly nervous. Mark waited by the door.

The second lawyer hired by Barry the Blade Muldatmndefend him on these obnoxious
murder charges was another angry hatchet man hyatine of Willis Upchurch, a rising
star among the gang of boisterous mouthpiecesyaitross the country performing for
crooks and cameras. Upchurch had offices in ChieaglbWashington, and any other

city where he could hook a famous case and remesp@es soon as he talked with
Muldanno after breakfast, he was on a plane to Neeans to, first, organize a press
conference, and, second, meet with his famous fiemt @and plot a noisy defense. He
had become somewhat rich and noted in Chicagoi$qudssionate defense of mob
assassins and drug traffickers, and in the pastd#eor so had been called in by mob
brass around the country for all sorts of repres@nt. His record was average, but it was
not his won/lost ratio that attracted clients. #sahis angry face and bushy hair and
thunderous voice. Upchurch was a lawyer who wattdie seen and heard in magazine
articles, news stories, advice columns, quickiekspand gossip shows. He had opinions.
He was unafraid of predictions. He was radicalaodld say anything, and this made
him a favorite of the loony daytime TV talk shows.



He took only sensational cases with lots of heagliand cameras. Nothing was too
repulsive for him. He preferred rich clients whailtbpay, but if a serial killer needed
help, Upchurch would be there with a contract givmimself exclusive book and movie
rights.

Though he enjoyed his notoriety immensely, andivecesome praise from the far left
for his vigorous defense of indigent murderers, tpch was little more than a Mafia
lawyer. He was owned by the mob, yanked aroundhély strings, and paid whenever
they decided. He was allowed to roam a bit and tspibthe mouth, but if they called, he
came running.

And when Johnny Sulari, Barry's uncle, called at fio the morning, Willis Upchurch
came running. The uncle explained the scarce &mst the untimely death of Jerome
Clifford. Upchurch drooled into the receiver asé@ubsked him to fly immediately to
New Orleans. He skipped to the bathroom at theghbaf defending Barry the Blade
Muldanno in front of all those cameras. He whisitethe shower when he thought of all
the ink the case had already generated, and havoblel now be the star. He grinned at
himself in the mirror as he tied his ninety-doli@ and thought of spending the next six
months in New Orleans with the press at his beckcati.

This was why he went to Law School!

The scene was frightening at first. They had beemowved because Dianne was in the
bed clutching Ricky . He was moaning and gruntimgsting and jerking. His eyes were
open, then shut. Dianne pressed her head to hispote softly through her tears. "It's
okay, baby. It's okay. Mommy's here. Mommy's here."

Greenway stood close by, arms folded, rubbing é&dh He appeared puzzled, as if he
hadn't seen this before. A nurse held the othergidhe bed.

Mark entered the room slowly and no one noticedygRehad stopped at the nurses'
station. It was almost noon, time for the FBI algut Mark knew immediately that no
one in the room was remotely concerned with thes @yl their questions.

"It's okay, baby. It's okay. Mommy's here."

Mark inched to the foot of the bed for a closelklobianne managed a quick,
uncomfortable smile, then closed her eyes andwb#pering to Ricky.

After a few minutes of this, Ricky opened his eyssemed to notice and recognize his
mother, and grew still. She kissed him a dozendiorethe forehead. The nurse smiled
and patted his shoulder and cooed something at him.

Greenway looked at Mark and nodded at the doorkNtdlowed him outside, into the
quiet hallway. They walked slowly toward the endtpAway from the nurses' station.



"He woke up about two hours ago," the doctor exgldi "It looks like he's coming out
of it slowly."

"Has he said anything yet?"

"Like what?"

"Well, you know, like about what happened yestertday

"No. .He's mumbled a lot, which is a good sign, ieihasn't made any words yet."

This was comforting, in a sense. Mark would havstittk close to the room just in case.
"So he's gonna be okay?"

"l didn't say that.” The lunch cart stopped in thieldle of the hall and they walked
around it. "I think he'll be okay, but it could akime." There was a long pause in which
Mark worried if Greenway expected him to say sonmgth

"How strong is your mother?"

"Pretty strong, | guess. We've been through a lot."

"Where's the family? She'll need plenty of help."

"There's no family. She has a sister in Texasthmyt don't get along. And her sister has
problems too."

"Your grandparents?"”

"No. My ex-father was an orphan. | figure his pasgmrobably dumped him somewhere
when they got to know him. My mother's father iadieand her mother lives in Texas
too. She's sick all the time."

"I'm sorry."

They stopped at the end of the hall and lookedutina dirty window at downtown
Memphis. The Sterick Building stood tall.

"The FBI is bugging me," Greenway said.

Join the club, Mark thought. "Where are they?"

"Room 28 It's a small conference room on the sedlond that's seldom used. They said
they'd be expecting me, you, and your mother attgxaoon, and they sounded very

serious." Greenway glanced at his watch and stéotedlk back to the room. "They are
quite anxious."



"I'm ready for them,"” Mark said in a weak effortoaidness.

Greenway frowned at him. "How's that?" "I've hitexla lawyer," he said proudly.
"When?"

"This morning. She's here now, down the hall." @resy looked ahead but the nurses'
station was around a bend in the corridor. "They&g here?" he asked in disbelief.
"Yep."

"How'd you find a lawyer?" "It's a long story. Biypaid her myself." Greenway pondered
this as he shuffled along. "Well, your mother carleave Ricky right now, under any
circumstances. And | certainly need to stay close."

"No problem. Me and the lawyer will handle it." §hstopped at Ricky's door, and
Greenway hesitated before pushing it open. "I agriheem off until tomorrow. In fact, |
can order them out of the hospital." He was attemggb sound tough, but Mark knew
better.

"No, thanks. They won't go away. You take care ickiRand Mom, and me and the
lawyer'll take care of the FBI."

Reggie had found an empty room on the eighth fland, they hurried down the stairs to
use it. They were ten minutes late. She closeddloe quickly, and said, "Pull up your
shirt."

He froze, and stared at her.

"Pull up your shirt!" she insisted, and he begaltimmuat his bulky Memphis State Tigers
sweatshirt. She opened her briefcase and remosethb black recorder and a strip of
plastic and Velcro. She checked the micro-cassapie then punched the buttons. Mark
watched every move. She'd .used this device mamstbefore, he could tell. She
pressed it to his stomach, and said, "Hold it rlggrie.” Then she threaded the plastic
strap through a clip on the recorder, wrappedatiad his midsection and back, and
fastened it snugly with the Velcro ends. "Breatheply," she said, and he did.

He tucked the sweatshirt into his jeans. Reggik tostep back and stared at his stomach.
"Perfect," she said.

"What if they frisk me?"
"They won't. Let's go."

She grabbed her briefcase, and they were out thie do



"How do you know they -won't frisk me?" he askediagvery anxious. He walked fast
to keep up with her. A nurse looked at them suspaily.

"Because they're here to talk, not to arrest. tdust me."
"l trust you, but I'm really scared."

"You'll do fine, Mark. Just remember what | toldw®
"Are you sure they can't see this thing?"

"I'm positive." She pushed hard through a doortheg were back in the stairwell,
descending quickly on green concrete steps. Magkoma step behind. "What if the
beeper goes off or something and they freak oufpaidyuns? What then?"

"No beeper." She took his hand, squeezed it hadizeyzagged downward to the second
floor. "And they don't shoot kids."

"They did in a movie once."

The second floor of st. peter's had been built maays before the ninth. It was gray and
dirty, and the narrow corridors were swarming wifta usual anxious traffic of nurses,
doctors, technicians, and orderlies pushing steeg;tand patients rolling along in wheel-
chairs, and dazed families walking to nowhere inipalar and trying to stay awake.
Corridors met from all directions in chaotic litflenctions, then branched out again in a
hopeless labyrinth. Reggie asked three nur'ses étwlocation of Room 28, and the
third pointed and talked but never stopped walkifftey found a neglected hallway with
ancient carpet and bad lighting, and six doors dmthe right was their room. The door
was cheap wood with no window.

"I'm scared, Reggie," Mark said, staring at therdoo

She held his hand firmly. If she was nervous, is\wat apparent. Her face was calm. Her
voice was warm and reassuring. "Just do as | told Mark. | know what I'm doing."

They retreated a step or two, and Reggie opendgdkeatical door to Room 24 It was an
abandoned coffee room now used for haphazard stotélgwait in here. Now, go knock
on the door."

"I'm scared, Reggie."

She carefully felt the recorder, and worked hegédirs around it until she pushed the
button. "Now go," she instructed, and pointed doahall.

Mark took a deep breath and knocked on the doocddél hear chairs move inside.
"Come in," someone said, and the voice was natdhe He opened the door slowly,



stepped inside, and closed it behind him. The ra@® narrow and long, just like the

table in the center of it. No windows. No smilesnfrthe two men who stood on each
side of the table near the end. They could passvios-white button-down shirts, red-
and-blue ties, dark pants, short hair.

"You must be Mark," one said as the other staredeatioor.

Mark nodded, but could not speak.

"Where's your mother?"

"Uh, who are you?" Mark managed to get it out.

The one on the right said, "I'm Jason McThune, MBmphis." He stuck out his hand
and Mark shook it limply. "Nice to meet you, Mark."

"Yeah, my pleasure.”

"And I'm Larry Trumann," said the other. "FBI, N&@vleans." Mark allowed Trumann
the same feeble handshake. The agents exchangexdisdévoks, and for an awkward
second neither knew what to say.

Trumann finally pointed to the chair at the endh# table. "Have a seat, Mark."
McThune nodded his agreement and almost smiledk Berefully sat down, terrified the
Velcro would break away and the damned thing waolashiehow fall off. They'd
handcuff his little butt so fast and throw him lnietcar and he'd never see his mother
again. What would Reggie do then? They moved towardin their rolling chairs. They
slid their notepads on the table to within inchEkim.

They were breathing on him, and Mark figured it \past of the game. Then he almost
smiled. If they wanted to sit this close, fine. B black recorder would get it all. No
fading voices.

"We, uh, we really expected your mother and Dr.Gwe®y to be here,” Trumann said,
glancing at McThune.

"They're with my brother."
"How is he?" McThune asked gravely.
"Not too good. Mom can't leave his room right now."

"We thought she'd be here,” Trumann said againj@sicd at McThune as if uncertain
how to proceed.

"Well, we' can wait a day or two until she's aviaiég" Mark offered.



"No, Mark, we really need to talk now."
"Maybe | can go get her."

Trumann took his pen from his shirt pocket and echdt Mark. "No, let's talk a few
minutes, Mark. Just the three of us. Are you nes@5u

"A little. What do you want?" He was still stiff thi fear but breathing better. The
recorder hadn't beeped or shocked him.

"Well, we want to ask you some questions abouteyday."
"Do | need a lawyer?"

They looked at each other with perfectly symmetriggen mouths, and at least five
seconds passed before McThune cocked his headrktavid said, "Of course not."

"Why not?"
"Well, we just, you know, want to ask you a few sfiens. That's all. If you decide you
want your mother, then we'll go get her. Or sonmggthBut you don't need a lawyer. Just

a few questions, that's all."

"I've already talked to the cops once. In facalked to the cops for a long time last
night."

"We're not cops. We're FBI agents."

"That's what scares me. | think maybe | need adawy, you know, protect my rights
and all."

"You've been watching too much TV, kid."
"The name's Mark, okay? Can you at least call me®a
"Sure. Sorry. But you don't need a lawyer."

"Yeah," Trumann chimed in. "Lawyers just get in tis@y. You have to pay them money,
and they object to everything."

"Don't you think we should wait until my mother caa here?"
They exchanged matching little smiles, and McThseud, "Not really, Mark. | mean, we

can wait if you want to, but you're a smart kid aveldre really in a hurry here, and we
just have a few quick questions for you."



"Okay. | guess. If | have to."

Trumann looked at his notepad, and went first. "@&o6ou told the Memphis Police that
Jerome Clifford was already dead when you and Rickynd the car yesterday. Now,
Mark, is this really the truth?" He sort of sneetedard the end of the question as if he
knew damned well it wasn't the truth.

Mark fidgeted and looked straight ahead. "Do | hvanswer the question?"

"Sure you do."

"Why?"

"Because we need to know the truth, Mark. We'reFBe and we're investigating this
thing, and we must know the truth.”

"What happens if | don't answer?"

"Oh, lots of things. We might be forced to take ytmwn to our office, in the backseat of
the car of course, no handcuffs, and ask someyrealgh questions. May have to bring
along your mother too."

"What will happen to my mother? Can she get intite®"

"Maybe."

"What kind of trouble?"

They paused for a second and exchanged nervous. [bbky had started on shaky
ground, and things were getting shakier by the teinGhildren are not to be interviewed
without first talking to the parents.

But what the hell. His mother didn't show. He hadather. He was a poor kid, and here
he was all alone. It was perfect, really. They dalilask for a better situation. Just a

couple of quick questions.

McThune cleared his throat and went into a deeprirdMark, have you ever heard of
obstruction of justice?"

"l don't think so."
"Well, it's a crime, okay. A federal offense. A pen who knows something about a

crime, and withholds this information from the F@lthe police, might be found guilty
of obstruction of justice.”



"What happens then?"

"Well, if found guilty, such a person might be psimed. You know, sent to jail or
something like that."

"So, if | don't answer your questions, me and Moighingo to jail?"

McThune retreated a bit and looked at Trumann.iG&evas getting thinner. "Why don't
you want to answer the question, Mark?" TrumanredskAre you hiding something?"

"I'm just scared. And it doesn't seem fair sinoejlist eleven years old and you're the
FBI, and my mom's not here. | don't know what toreally."

"Can't you just answer the questions, Mark, withaur mother? You saw something
yesterday, and your mother was not around. Sheloap' you answer the questions. We
just want to know what you saw."

"If you were in my place, would you want a lawyer?"

"Hell no,” McThune said. "l would never want a lasvyPardon my language, son, but
they're just a pain in the ass. A real pain. If yawe nothing to hide, you don't need a
lawyer. Just answer our questions truthfully, avergthing will be fine." He was
becoming angry, and this did not surprise Mark. Gingnem had to be angry. It was the
good guy-bad guy routine Mark had seen a thousareston television. McThune would
get ugly, and Trumann would smile a lot and somesiven frown at his partner for
Mark's benefit, and this would somehow endear Tnmta Mark. McThune would then
get disgusted and leave the room, and Mark woudd tie expected to spill his guts all
over the table.

Trumann leaned to him with a drippy smile. "MarlgsMderome Clifford already dead
when you and Ricky found him?"

"l take the Fifth Amendment.”
The drippy smile vanished. McThune's face reddeaerd,he shook his head in absolute
frustration. There was a long pause as the agtaredsat each other. Mark watched an

ant crawl across the table and disappear undetepaub.

Trumann, the good guy, finally spoke. "Mark, I'maadl you've been watching too much
television."

"You mean | can't take the Fifth Amendment?"
"Lemme guess,” McThune snarled. "You watch 'L.Awl aight?"

"Every week."



"Figures. Are you gonna answer any questions, MBec¢ause if you're not, then we
have to do other things."

"Like what?"

"Go to court. Talk to the judge. Convince him tquge you to talk to us. It's pretty nasty,
really.”

"l need to go to the rest room," Mark said as iehgk chair away from the table and
stood.

"Uh, sure, Mark," Trumann said, suddenly afraidytienade him sick. "I think it's just
down the hall." Mark was at the door.

"Take five minutes, Mark, we'll wait. No hurry."

He left the room and closed the door behind him.

For seventeen minutes, the agents made smallridlblayed with their pens. They
weren't worried. They were experienced agents mihy tricks. They'd been here
before. He would talk.

A knock, and McThune said, "Come in." The door gggkrand an attractive lady of fifty
or so walked in and closed the door as if this virneoffice. They scrambled to their feet
just as she said, "Keep your seats."

"We're in a meeting,” Trumann said officially.

"You're in the wrong room," McThune said rudely.

She placed her briefcase on the table and hanad&oag@nt a white card. "I don't think
s0," she said. "My name is Reggie Love. I'm anraéty, and | represent Mark Sway."

They took it well. McThune inspected the card wHitemann just stood there, arms
dangling by his legs, trying to say something.

"When did he hire you?" McThune said, looking wyldt Trumann.
"That's really none of your business, is it nowr? ot hired. I'm retained. Sit down."

She eased gracefully into her seat and rolledtitédable. They backed awkwardly into
theirs, and kept their distance.

"Where's, uh, where's Mark?" Trumann asked.



"He's off somewhere taking the Fifth. Can | seery@y please?"

They instantly reached for their jackets, fishenuad desperately, and simultaneously
produced their badges. She held both, studied taefully, then wrote something on a
legal pad.

When she finished, she slid them across the tatanleaaked, "Did you in fact attempt to
interrogate this child outside the presence ofriogher?”

"No," said Trumann.
"Of course not," said McThune, shocked at this ssggn.
"He tells me you did."

"He's confused,"” said McThune. "We initially apprbad Dr. Greenway, and he agreed
to this meeting, which was supposed to include MBrknne Sway, and the doctor."

"But the kid showed up alone," Trumann added qyickéry eager to explain things.
"And we asked swhere his mother was, and he sadstldn't make it right now, and
we sort of thought she was on her way or sometlsiogye were just chitchatting with
the kid."

"Yeah, while we waited for Ms. Sway and the doc¢tbtcThune chimed in helpfully.
"Where were you during this?"

"Don't ask questions that are irrelevant. Did yduise Mark to talk to a lawyer?"

The agents locked eyes and searched each othezlfor'lt wasn't mentioned," Trumann
said, shrugging innocently.

It was easier to lie because the kid wasn't theme. he was just a scared little kid who'd
gotten things confused, and they were, after &ll,dgents, so she'd eventually believe
them.

McThune cleared his throat and said, "Uh, yeahepbharry, remember Mark said
something, or maybe | said something about 'L.Av,Land then Mark said he might
need a lawyer, but he was sort of kidding and wet teast I, took it as a joke.
Remember, Larry?"

Larry now remembered. "Oh, sure, yeah, somethingiteh.A. Law.' Just a joke
though."

"Are you sure?" Reggie asked.



"Of course I'm sure,” Trumann protested. McThueavfred and nodded along with his
partner.

"He didn't ask you guys if he needed a lawyer?"

They shook their heads and tried hopelessly to mdmee. "I don't remember it that way.
He's just a kid, and very scared, and | think betdused,” McThune said.

"Did you advise him of his Miranda rights?"

Trumann smiled at this and was suddenly more cenfid'Of course not. He's not a
suspect. He's just a kid. We need to ask him agigsstions."”

"And you did not attempt to interrogate him withdig mother's presence or consent?"
"No."

"Of course not."

"And you did not tell him to avoid lawyers after asked your advice?"

"No ma'am,"

"No way. The kid's lying if he told you otherwise."

Reggie slowly opened her briefcase and lifted betilack recorder and the micro-
cassette tape. She sat them in front of her arwdglthe briefcase on the floor. Special
Agents McThune and Trumann stared at the devices@amed to shrink a bit in their
seats.

Reggie rewarded each with a bitchy smile, and saitijnk we know who's lying."

McThune slid two fingers down the bridge of his @oBrumann rubbed his eyes. She let
them suffer for a moment. The room was silent.

"It's all right here on tape, fellas. You boys atpged to interrogate a child outside the
presence of his mother and without her consenspéeifically asked you if you
shouldn't wait until she was available and you saidYou attempted to coerce the child
with the threat of criminal prosecution not only tbe child but also for his mother. He
told you he was scared, and twice he specificalked you if he needed a lawyer. You
advised him not to get a lawyer, giving as oneamfryreasons the opinion that lawyers
are a pain in the ass. Gentlemen, the pain is"here.

They sunk lower. McThune pressed four fingers agjdirs forehead and gently rubbed.
Trumann stared in disbelief at the tape, but wasfabnot to look at the woman. He
thought of grabbing it, and ripping it to shredsd atomping on it because it could be his



career, but for some reason he believed with altroiubled heart that this woman had
made a copy of it.

Getting slapped with a lie was bad enough, but fr@iblems ran much deeper. There
could be serious disciplinary proceedings. Repruisairansfers. Crap in the record.
And at this moment, Trumann also believed thatwasan knew all there was to know
about the disciplining of wayward FBI agents.

"You wired the kid," Trumann said meekly to no enearticular.

"Why not? No crime. You're the FBI, remember. Yay®run more wire than AT&T."

What a smartass! But then, she was a lawyer, wslsa? McThune leaned forward,
cracked his knuckles, and decided to offer somisteese. "Look, Ms. Love, we-"

"It's Reggie."

"Okay, okay. Reggie, uh, look, we're sorry. We, giiit, a little carried away, and, well,
we apologize."

"A little carried away? | could have your jobs tbrs."

They were not about to argue with her. She wasaligtright, and even if there was
room for debate, they simply -were not up to it.

"Are you taping this?" Trumann asked.

"No."

"Okay, we were out of line. We're sorry." He coualat look at her.

Reggie slowly placed the tape in her coat pockeiok at me, fellas." They slowly lifted
their eyes to hers, but it was painful. "You'veeabty proven to me that you'll lie, and that

you'll lie quickly. Why should I trust you?"

Trumann suddenly slapped the table, hissed, ané madisy show of standing and
pacing to the end of the table. He threw up higdeatThis is incredible.

We came here with just a few questions for the jkist, doing our jobs, and now we're
fighting with you. The kid didn't tell us he hadeavyer. If he'd told us, then we would
have backed off. Why'd you do this? Why'd you datitbely pick this fight? It's
senseless.”

"What do you want from the kid?"



"The truth. He's lying about what he saw yesterildg.know he's lying. We know he
talked to Jerome Clifford before Clifford killedrhgelf. We know the kid was in the car.
Maybe | don't blame him for lying. He's just a kitk's scared. But dammit, we need to
know what he saw and heard."

"What do you suspect he saw and heard?"

The nightmare of explaining this to Foltrigg sudigdnit Trumann, and he leaned against
the wall. This is exactly why he hated lawyers-fgtj, Reggie, the next one he met.
They made life so complicated.

"Has he told you everything?" McThune asked.

"Our conversations are extremely private."”

"l know that. But do you realize who Clifford wasd Muldanno and Boyd Boyette? Do
you know the story?"

"l read the paper this morning. I've kept up wita tase in New Orleans. You boys need
the body, don't you?"

"You could say that,” Trumann said from the endheftable. "But at this moment we
really need to talk to your client.”

"I'll think about it."

"When might you reach a decision?"

"l don't know. Are you boys busy this afternoon?"

llWhy?ll

"l need to talk to my client some more. Let's say

we'll meet in my office at 3 P.M." She took herdicase and placed the recorder in it. It
was obvious this meeting was over. "I'll keep #ygetto myself. It'll just be our little
secret, okay?"

McThune nodded his agreement, but knew there was.mo

"If I need something from you boys, like the tratha straight answer, | expect to get it.
If I catch you lying again, I'll use the tape.”

"That's blackmail," said Trumann.



"That's exactly what it is. Indict me." She stood grabbed the doorknob. "See you boys
at three."

McThune followed her. "Uh, listen, Reggie, thethis guy who'll probably want to be at
the meeting. His name is Roy Foltrigg, and he's-"

"Mr. Foltrigg is in town?"
"Yes. He arrived last night, and he'll insist oteatling this meeting at your office.”

"Well, well. I'm honored. Please invite him."

10

The front-page story in the Memphis Press abouta@di's death was written top to
bottom by Slick Moeller, a veteran police repoktdro had been covering crime and cops
in Memphis for thirty years. His real name was @dfy but no one knew it. His mother
called him Slick, but not even she could remembemickname's origins. Three swives
and a hundred girlfriends had called him Slick.dittnot dress exceptionally well, did
not finish high school, did not have money, was$&éel with average looks and build,
drove a Mustang, could not keep a woman, and smadknew why he was called Slick.

Crime was his life. He knew the drug dealers amapsi He drank beer at the topless bars
and gossiped with the bouncers. He kept chartt®@mwho's who of motorcycle gangs

that supplied the city with drugs and strippers.ddeld move deftly through the toughest
projects of Memphis without a scratch. He knewrtlgk and file of the street gangs. He
had busted no less than a dozen stolen car ringpgigig the police. He knew the ex-
cons, especially the ones who returned to crimecdt#d spot a fencing operation simply
by watching the pawnshops. His cluttered downtopertment was most unremarkable
except for an entire wall of emergency scannerspatide radios. His Mustang had more
junk than a police cruiser, except for a radar guna, he didn't want one.

Slick Moeller lived and moved in the dark shadowMemphis. He was often on the
crime scene before the cops. He moved freely abeumnorgues and hospitals and black
funeral parlors. He had nurtured thousands of atsitand sources, and they talked to
Slick because he could be trusted. If it was dffriacord, then it was off the record.
Background was background. An informant would ndaecompromised. Tips were
guarded zealously. Slick was a man of his word,euah the street gang leaders knew it.



He was also on a first-name basis with virtuallgrgvcop in the city, many of whom
referred to him with great admiration as the Mdlele Moeller did this. Mole Moeller
said that. Since Slick had become his real naneeadided nickname did not bother him.
Nothing bothered Slick much. He drank coffee witip€ in a hundred all-night diners
around town. He watched them play softball, knevemtheir wives filed for divorce,
knew when they got themselves reprimanded. He w@sgiatral Headquarters at least
twenty hours a day, it seemed, and it was not unoamfor cops to stop him and ask
what was going on. Who got shot? Where was theup&ldas the driver drunk? How
many were killed? Slick told them as much as hddcdde helped them whenever
possible. His name was often mentioned in classtedlemphis Police Academy.

And so it was no surprise to anyone that Slick sg@nentire morning fishing around
Central. He'd made his calls to New Orleans andvithe basics. He knew Roy Foltrigg
and the New Orleans FBI were in town, and thatygterg had been turned over to them.
This intrigued him. It was not just a simple su&ithere were too many blank faces and
"no comments." There was a note of some sort, higgi@stions about it were met with
sudden denials. He could read the faces of sortteesé cops, been doing it for years. He
knew about the boys and that the younger one whaadrshape. There were some
fingerprints, some cigarette butts.

He left the elevator on the ninth floor and wallkeeday from the nurses' station. He knew
the number of Ricky's room, but this was the psstriu ward and he was not about to go
barging in with his questions. He didn't want targcanyone, especially an eight-year-old
kid who was in shock. He stuck two quarters ingbf drink machine and sipped on a
diet Coke as if he'd been there all night walkimg floors. An orderly in a light blue
jacket pushed a cart of cleaning supplies to teeatbr. He was a male, about twenty-
five, long hair, and certainly bored with his ménad.

Slick stepped to the elevators, and when the dpened he followed the orderly onto it.
The name Fred was sewn into the jacket above tbleepol hey were alone.

"You work the ninth floor?" Slick asked, bored lith a smile.
"Yeah." Fred did not look at him,

"I'm Slick Moeller with the Memphis Press, working a story about Ricky Sway in
Room 943 You know, the shooting and all." He'dredrearly in his career that it was
best to tell them up front who and what.

Fred was suddenly interested. He stood erect arkektbat Slick as if to say "Yeah, |
know plenty, but you're not getting it from me."€lbart between them was filled with
Ajax, Comet, and twenty bottles of generic hospstgplies. A bucket of dirty rags and
sponges covered the bottom tray. Fred was a sulebber, but in a flash, he became a
man with the inside scoop. "Yeah," he said calmly.



"Have you seen the kid?" Slick asked nonchalantijfewmvatching the numbers light up
above the door.

"Yeah, just left there."

"l hear it's severe traumatic shock."

"Don't know," Fred said smugly as if his secretsenaucial. But he wanted to talk, and
this never ceased to amaze Slick. Take an aveexgem tell him you're a reporter, and
nine times out of ten he'll feel obligated to tatell, he'll want to talk. He'll tell you his
deepest secrets.

"Poor kid," Slick mumbled to the floor as if Rickyere terminal. He said nothing else for
a few seconds, and this was too much for Fred. \khdtof a reporter was he? Where
were the questions? He, Fred, knew the kid, hadgétshis room, had talked to his
mother. He, Fred, was a player in this game.

"Yeah, he's in bad shape,” Fred said, also toltioe. f

"Still in a coma?"

"In and out. May take a long time."

"Yeah. That's what | heard."

The elevator stopped on the fifth floor, but Frexdigt blocked the door and no one
entered. The door closed.

"There's not much you can do for a kid like th&tjtk explained. "I see it all the time.
Kid sees something horrible in a split second, go&sshock, and it takes months to drag
him out. All kinds of shrinks and stuff. Really sdthis Sway kid ain't that bad, is he?"

"l doubt it. Dr. Greenway thinks he'll snap outimlay or two. It'll take some therapy, but
he'll be fine. | see it all the time. Thinking ab@oed school myself."

"Have the cops been snooping around?”

Fred cut his eyes around as if the elevator weggéd.

"Yeah, FBI was here all day. The family has alreholgd a lawyer."
"You don't say."

"Yeah, cops are real interested in this case, lagyre talking to the kid's brother.
Somehow a lawyer's got in the middle of it."



The elevator stopped on the second floor, and gralobed the handles on his cart.
"Who's the lawyer?" Slick asked.
The door opened and Fred pushed forward. "Reggmelsody. | haven't seen him yet."

"Thanks," Slick said as Fred disappeared and enetr filled. He rode it to the ninth
floor to search for another fish.

By noon, the reverend Roy Foltrigg and his sidekidkally Boxx and Thomas Fink, had
become a collective nuisance around the officeefJnited States Attorney for the
Western District of Tennessee. George Ord hadtheldffice for seven years, and he

did not care for Roy Foltrigg. He had not invitdchito Memphis. Ord had met Foltrigg
before at numerous conferences and seminars wheratious U.S. attorneys gather and
plot ways to protect the government. Foltrigg ulsusppoke at these forums, always eager
to share his opinions and strategies and greainastwith anyone who would listen.

After McThune and Trumann returned from the hosjgital broke the frustrating news
about Mark and his new lawyer, Foltrigg, along vBibixx and Fink, had once again
situated himself in Ord's office to analyze thesat Ord sat in his heavy leather chair
behind his massive desk, and listened as Foltntgggriogated the agents and occasionally
barked orders to Boxx.

"What do you know about this lawyer?" he asked Ord.
"Never heard of her."

"Surely someone in your office has dealt with hdt8ltrigg asked. The question was
nothing short of a challenge for Ord to find somewrith the scoop on Reggie Love. He
left his office and consulted with an assistante Skarch began.

Trumann and McThune sat very quietly in one coniérd's office. They had decided
to tell no one of the tape, at least for the momilatybe later. Maybe, they hoped, never.

A secretary brought sandwiches, and lunch was eatet aimless speculation and
chatter. Foltrigg was eager to return to New Ordedt more eager to hear from Mark
Sway. The fact that the kid had somehow obtained#nvices of an attorney was most
troublesome. He was afraid to talk. Foltrigg waswnoced Clifford had told him
something, and as the day wore on he became mowinced the kid knew about the
body. He was never one to hesitate before drawonglasions. By the time the
sandwiches were finished, he had persuaded himusdleéveryone in the room that Mark
Sway knew precisely where Boyette was buried.

David Sharpinski, one of Ord's many assistantseued himself at the office and
explained he'd gone to law school at Memphis Stéte Reggie Love. He sat next to



Foltrigg, in Wally's seat, and answered questibleswas busy and would rather have
been working on a case.

"We finished law school together four years agdarpinski said.

"So she's only practiced for four years," Foltreggmised quickly. "What kind of work
does she do? Criminal law? How much criminal lavge®she know the ropes?"

McThune glanced at Trumann. They'd been nailed foyiiayear lawyer.

"A little criminal stuff," Sharpinski replied. "W pretty good friends. | see her around
from time to time. Most of her work is with abusddldren. She's, well, she's had a
pretty rough time of it."

"What do you mean by that?"

"It's a long story, Mr. Foltrigg. She's a very cdexpperson. This is her second life."
"You know her well, don't you?"

"l do. We were in law school together for threergeaff and on."

"What do you mean, off and on?"

"Well, she had to drop out, let's say, emotionabfgms. In her first life, she was the
wife of a prominent doctor, an ob-gyn. They weoh@nd successful, all over the society
pages, charities, country clubs, you name it. Bigde in Germantown. His and her
Jaguars. She was on the board of every garderanlilsocial organization in Memphis.
She had worked as a schoolteacher to put him thronggl school, and after fifteen years
of marriage he decided to trade her in for a newlehde started chasing women, and
became involved with a younger nurse, who eventdmdtame wife number two.
Reggie's name back then was Re-gina Cardoni. $kattbard, filed for divorce, and
things got nasty. Dr. Cardoni played hardball, sine slowly cracked up. He tormented
her. The divorce dragged along. She felt publiciyniiiated. Her friends were all

doctors' wives, country club types, and they rarctiver. She even attempted suicide.
It's all in the divorce papers in the clerk's affit¢le had a truckload of lawyers, and they
pulled strings and had her committed to an institutThen he cleaned her out."

"Children?"

"Two, a boy and a girl. They were young teenagand, of course he got custody. He
gave them their freedom and enough money to finénaad they turned their backs on
their mother. He and his lawyers kept her in andodunental institutions for two years,
and by then it was all over. He got the house,, kits trophy wife, everything."



Describing this tragic history of a friend troubl8tdarpinski, and he was obviously
uncomfortable telling it all to Mr. Foltrigg. Butst of it was public record.

"So how'd she become a lawyer?"

"It wasn't easy. The court order prohibited visttatwith the children. She lived with her
mother, who, | think, probably saved her life. hat sure, but I've heard that her mother
mortgaged her home to finance some pretty heawgplyelt took years, but she slowly
pieced her life back together. She pulled out.ofhie kids grew up and left Memphis.
The boy went to prison for selling drugs. The ddaghves in California.”

"What kind of law student was she?"

"At times, very astute. She was determined to ptoveerself she could succeed as a
lawyer. But she continued to battle depression.ssheygled with booze and pills, and
finally dropped out halfway through. Then she cdraek, clean and dry, and finished
with a vengeance."

As usual, Fink and Boxx scribbled furiously on legads, trying importantly to take

down every word as if Foltrigg would later quiz then their notes. Ord listened but was
more concerned with the pile of past due work @dask. With each minute, he resented
Foltrigg and this intrusion more and more. He west as busy and important as Foltrigg.

"What kind of lawyer is she?" Roy asked.

Mean as hell, thought McThune. Shrewd as the diéanaljght Trumann. Quite talented
with electronics. ,

"She works hard, doesn't make much money, but thaon't think money is important to
Reggie."

"Where in the world did she get a name like Reddiestrigg asked, thoroughly baffled
by it. Perhaps it comes from Regina, Ord thouglhtinaself.

Sharpinski started to speak, then thought for arsc'lt would take hours to tell what |
know about her, and | really don't want to. It's meportant, is it?"

"Maybe," Boxx snapped.

Sharpinski glared at him, then looked at Foltrigyhen she started law school, she tried
to erase most of her past, especially the pairdaty. She took back her maiden name of
Love. | guess she got Reggie from Regina, butrieaer asked. But she did it legally,
court orders and all, and there's no trace of lthdkegina Cardoni, at least not on paper.
She didn't talk about her past in law school, Iatwas the topic of a lot of conversation.
Not that she gives a damn."



"Is she still sober?"

Foltrigg wanted the dirt, and this irritated Shaghki. To McThune and Trumann she
appeared remarkably sober.

"You'll have to ask her, Mr. Foltrigg."
"How often do you see her?"
"Once a month, maybe twice. We talk on the phormasionally.”

"How old is she?" Foltrigg asked the question vaithreat deal of suspicion, as if perhaps
Sharpinski and Reggie had a little thing goinglumdide.

"You'll have to ask her that too. Early fifties] juess."

"Why don't you call her now, ask her what's going jast friendly small talk, you know.
See if she mentions Mark Sway."

Sharpinski gave Foltrigg a look that would soutéutThen he looked at Ord, his boss,
as if to say "Can you believe this nut?" Ord roltesleyes and began refilling a stapler.

"Because she's not stupid, Mr. Foltrigg. In fabg's quite smart, and if I call she'll
immediately know the reason why."

"Perhaps you're right.”

"l am."

"l would like you to go with us at three to herio#, if you can work it in."

Sharpinski looked at Ord for guidance. Ord was teepolved with the stapler.

"l can't do it. I'm very busy. Anything else?"

"No. You can go now," Ord suddenly said. "Thankayid." Sharpinski left the office.
"l really need him to go with me," Foltrigg said@vd.

"He said he was busy, Roy. My boys work," he siaidking at Boxx and Fink. A
secretary knocked and entered. She brought a tge-fax to Foltrigg, who read it with
Boxx. "It's from my office," he explained to Ord ih$ie and he alone had such
technology at his fingertips. They read on, andrkgg finally finished. "Ever hear of
Willis Upchurch?"

"Yes. He's a big shot defense lawyer from Chicégiapf mob 'work. What's he done?"



"It says he just finished a press conference befdo¢ of cameras in New Orleans, and
that he's been hired by Muldanno, that the cadéwipostponed, his client will be found
not guilty, etc., etc."

"That sounds like Willis Upchurch. | can't beliepgu haven't heard of him."

"He's never been to New Orleans," Foltrigg saidwaiithority, as if he remembered
every lawyer who dared to step on his turf.

"Your case just became a nightmare."

"Wonderful. Just wonderful."

11

The room was dark because the shades were puli@adn®was curled along the end of
Ricky's bed, napping. After a morning of mumblinglahrashing and getting everyone's
hopes aroused, he had drifted away again aftehland had returned to the now-
familiar position of knees pulled to his chest,iiMhe arm, thumb in the mouth.
Greenway assured her repeatedly that he was ipairin But after squeezing and kissing
him for four hours, she was convinced her son waisrig. She was exhausted.

Mark sat on the foldaway bed with his back agaimstwall under the window, and
stared at his brother and his mother in the bedidte was exhausted, but sleep was not
possible. Events were whirling around his overwdrkeain, and he tried to keep
thinking. What was the next move? Could Reggiebstéd? He'd seen all those lawyer
shows and movies on TV, and it seemed as if halfdtvyers could be trusted and the
other half were snakes. When should he tell DiamteDr. Greenway? If he told them
everything, would it help Ricky? He thought abdustfor a long time. He sat on the bed
listening to the quiet voices in the hallway asthieses went about their work, and
debated with himself about how much to tell.

The digital clock next to the bed gave the timéasthirty-two. It was impossible to
believe that all this crap had happened in less tianty-four hours. He scratched his
knees and made the decision to tell Greenway dvag/that Ricky could have seen and
heard. He stared at the blond hair sticking ounftonder the sheet, and he felt better. He
would come clean, stop the lying, and do all hdatw help Ricky. The things Romey



told him in the car were not heard by anyone elad, for the moment, and subject to
advice from his lawyer, he would hold them privitea while.

But not for long. These burdens were getting heatys was not a game of hide-and-
seek played by trailer park kids in the woods awlnes around Tucker Wheel Estates.
This was not a sly little escape from his bedroomaf moonlit walk through the
neighborhood. Romey stuck a real gun in his moliiese were real FBI agents with real
badges, just like the true crime stories on telemisHe had hired a real lawyer who'd
stuck a real tape recorder to his stomach so dhd oatfox the FBI. The man who killed
the senator was a professional killer who'd murdienany others, according to Romey,
and was a member of the Mafia, and those- peoplgdatbink nothing of rubbing out an
eleven-year-old kid.

This was just too much for him to handle alone sHeuld be at school right now, fifth
period, doing math which he hated but suddenly ediskle'd have a long talk with
Reggie. She'd arrange a meeting with the FBI, &‘ditell them every stinking detail Ro-
mey had unloaded on him. Then they would protent Maybe they would send in
bodyguards until the killer went to jail, or maythey would arrest him immediately and
all would be safe. Maybe.

Then he remembered a movie about a guy who squealdte Mafia and thought the
FBI would protect him, but suddenly he was on the with bullets flying over his head
and bombs going off. The FBI wouldn't return higpé calls because the guy didn't say
something right in the courtroom. At least twentyes during the movie someone said,
"The mob never forgets." In the final scene, thig'g car was blown to bits just as he
turned the key, and he landed a half a mile awaly mo legs. As he took his final breath,
a dark figure stood over him and said, "The molkendéargets.” It wasn't much of a
movie, but its message was suddenly clear to Mark.

He needed a Sprite. His mother's purse was oridbeudnder the bed, and he slowly
unzipped it. There were three bottles of pills. FEh@ere two packs of cigarettes and for a
split second he -was tempted. He found the quaatsiideft the room.

A nurse whispered to an old man in the waiting akéark opened his Sprite and walked
to the elevators. Greenway had asked him to st#yeimoom as much as possible, but he
was tired of the room and tired of Greenway, amudlseemed little chance of Ricky
waking anytime soon. He entered the elevator astiguithe button to the basement. He
would check out the cafeteria, and see what thgdeswvere doing.

A man entered just before the doors closed, andeg¢o look at him a bit too long.
"Are you Mark Sway?" he asked.

This was getting old. Starting with Romey, he'd embugh strangers in the past twenty-
four hours to last for months.

He was certain he'd never seen this guy before 0"#vh you?" he asked cautiously.



"Slick Moeller, with the Memphis Press, you knohe newspaper. You're Mark Sway,
aren't you?"

"How'd you know?"
"I'm a reporter. I'm supposed to know these thikigsy's your brother?"
"He's doing great. Why do you want to know?"

"Working on a story about the suicide and all, gadr name keeps coming up. Cops say
you know more than you're telling."

"When's it gonna be in the paper?"
"l don't know. Tomorrow maybe."
Mark felt weak again, and stopped looking at hiim'hot answering any questions.”

"That's fine." The elevator door suddenly openeati@swarm of people entered. Mark
could no longer see the reporter. Seconds lagtofiped on the fifth floor, and Mark
darted out between two doctors.. He hit the st walked quickly to the sixth floor.

He'd lost the reporter. He sat on the steps irethpty stairwell, and began to cry.

Foltrigg, McThune, and Trumann arrived in the srball tasteful reception area of
Reggie Love, Attor-ney-at-Law, at exactly 3 P.Nhe appointed hour. They were met by
Clint, who asked them to be seated, then offeréfi@er tea, all of which they stiffly
declined. Foltrigg informed Clint right properlyahhe was the United States Attorney
for the Southern District of Louisiana, New Orleaasd that he was now present in this
office and did not expect to wait. It was a mistake

He waited for forty-five minutes. While the agefiisped through magazines on the sofa,
Foltrigg paced the floor, glanced at his watch, édiscowled at Clint, even barked at
him twice and each time was informed Reggie watherphone with an important matter.
As if Foltrigg was there for an unimportant mattde wanted to leave so badly. But he
couldn't. For one of the rare times in his lifehaal to absorb a subtle ass-kicking without
a fight.

Finally, Clint asked them to follow him to a smedinference room lined with shelves of
heavy law books. Clint instructed them to be seaad explained that Reggie would be
right with them.

"She's forty-five minutes late,"” Foltrigg protested



"That's quite early for Reggie, sir,” Clint saidthva smile as he closed the door. Foltrigg
sat at one end of the table with an agent clogath side. They waited.

"Look, Roy,"” Trumann said with hesitation, "you dde be careful with this gal. She
might be taping this."

"What makes you think so?"
"Well, uh, you just never-"

"These Memphis lawyers do a lot of taping,” McThadeled helpfully. "I don't know
about New Orleans, but it's pretty bad up here.”

"She has to tell us up front if she's taping, daesre?" Foltrigg asked, obviously without
a clue.

"Don't bet on it," said Trumann. "Just be carefkiay."

The door opened and Reggie entered, forty-eightitefmlate. "Keep your seats," she
said as Clint closed the door behind her. She edferhand to Foltrigg, who was half-
standing. "Reggie Love, you must be Roy Foltrigg.”

"l am. Nice to meet you."

"Please be seated." She smiled at McThune and Trynaad for a brief second all three
of them thought about the tape. "Sorry I'm latbg said as she sat alone at her end of the
conference table. They were eight feet away, hubidigether like wet ducks.

"No problem," Foltrigg said loudly as if it was yamuch a problem.

She pulled a large tape recorder from a hidden elrawthe table and set it in front of her.
"Mind if | tape this little conference?" she askeishe plugged in the microphone. The
little conference would be taped whether they likeat not.

"Il be happy to provide you with a copy of the@é¢a"

"Fine with me," Foltrigg said, pretending he hachaice.

McThune and Trumann stared at the tape recordewv. ice of her to ask! She smiled at
the two of them as they smiled at her, then a#é¢lsmiled at the recorder. She was as
subtle as a rock through a window. The damnableaviassette could not be far away.

She pushed a button. "Now, what's up?"

"Where's your client?" Foltrigg asked. He leanaavBrd and it was clear he would do all
the talking.



"At the hospital. The doctor wants him to stayhie toom near his brother.”
"When can we talk to him?"

"You're assuming that you will in fact talk to hihthe looked at Foltrigg with very
confident eyes.

Her hair was gray and cut like a boy's. The face gute colorful. The eyebrows were
dark. The lips were soft red and meticulously padnfrhe skin was smooth and free of
heavy makeup. It was a pretty face, with bangs,eyed that glowed with a calm
steadiness. Foltrigg looked at her, and thouglailahe misery and suffering she'd seen.
She covered it well.

McThune opened a file and flipped through it. la gast two hours they had assembled a
two-inch-thick dossier on Reggie Love, aka Regin&ardoni. They had copied the
divorce papers and commitment proceedings fronclgrd's office in the county
courthouse. The mortgage papers and land recorbleramother's home were in the
folder. Two Memphis agents were attempting to abker law school transcripts.

Foltrigg loved the trash. Whatever the case andewiothe opponent, Foltrigg always
wanted the dirt. McThune read the sordid legabinysof the divorce with its allegations
of adultery and alcohol and dope and unfitness altidiately, the attempted suicide. He
read it carefully, though, without being seen. kterbt, under any circumstances, want
to make this woman angry.

"We need to talk to your client, Ms. Love."

"It's Reggie. Okay, Roy?"

"Whatever. We think he knows something, plain antpke."

"Such as?"

"Well, we're convinced little Mark was in the caitlwJerome Clifford prior to his death.
We think he spent more than a few seconds with @iiffford was obviously planning to
kill himself, and we have reason to believe he wdrib tell someone where his client,
Mr. Muldanno, had disposed of the body of Senatwyeite.”

"What makes you think he wanted to tell?"

"It's a long story, but he had contacted an asgigtany office on two occasions and
hinted that he might be willing to cut some deal get out. He was scared. And he was

drinking a lot. Very erratic behavior. He was stiglioff the deep end, and wanted to
talk."



"Why do you think he talked to my client?"

"There's just a chance, okay. And we must look uegery stone. Surely you
understand.”

"l sense a bit of desperation.”

"A lot of desperation, Reggie. I'm leveling withyzdNVe know who killed the senator, but,
frankly, I'm not ready for trial without a corpséié paused and smiled warmly at her.
Despite his many obnoxious flaws, Roy had spentbeafore juries and he knew how
and when to act sincere.

And she'd spent many hours in therapy, and shelspdt a fake. "I'm not telling you
that you cannot talk to Mark Sway. You cannot talkim today, but maybe tomorrow.
Maybe the next day. Things are moving fast. Mrff@id's body is still warm. Let's slow
down a bit, and take it one step at a. time. Okay?"

"Okay."

"Now, convince me Mark Sway was in the car withodee Clifford prior to the
shooting."

No problem. Foltrigg looked at a notepad, and kkeléthe many places where
fingerprints were matched. Rear taillights, truim&nt passenger door handle and lock
switch, dash, gun, bottle of Jack Daniel's. Theas & tentative match on the hose, but it
was not definite. They were working on it. Foltriggs the prosecutor now, building a
case with indisputable evidence. . . .

Reggie took pages of notes. She knew Mark had inettve car, but she had no idea he'd
left such a wide trail.

"The whiskey bottle?" she asked.
Foltrigg flipped a page for the details. "Yes, thoefinite prints. No question about it."

Mark had told her, about the gun, but not aboubiiie. "Seems a bit strange, doesn't
it?"

"It's all strange at this point. The police offisarho talked to him do not recall smelling
alcohol, so | don't think he drank any of it. I'nre he could explain it, you know, if only
we could talk to him."

“I'll ask him."

"So he didn't tell you about the bottle?"



"No."

"Did he explain the gun?"

"l cannot divulge what my client has explained te.'m

Foltrigg waited desperately for a hint, and thsllseangered him. Trumann likewise
waited breathlessly. McThune stopped reading tpertef a court-appointed
psychiatrist.

"So he hasn't told you everything?" Foltrigg asked.

"He's told me a lot. It's possible he missed sofitbkeodetails.”

"These details could be crucial.”

"Il determine what's crucial and what's not. Walse do you have?"

"Hand her the note," Foltrigg instructed Trumanhpwproduced it from a file and
handed it to her. She read it slowly, then readj#in. Mark had not mentioned the note.

"Obviously two different pens,” Foltrigg explainédVe found the blue one in the car, a
cheap Bic, out of ink. Just speculating, it lookgteough Clifford tried to add something
after Mark left the car. The word ‘where' seemimdlicate the boy was gone. It's obvious
they talked, exchanged names, and that the kidwihe car long enough to touch
everything."

"No prints on this?" she asked, waving the note.

"None. We've checked it thoroughly. The kid did taatch it."

She calmly placed it next to her legal pad andddlder hands together. "Well, Roy, |
think the big question is, How did you guys matchfmngerprints? How did you obtain
one of his to match with the ones in the car?" &ied this with the same confident
sneer Trumann and McThune had seen when she pobthetape less than four hours
ago.

"Very simple. We lifted one off a soft drink cantae hospital last night.”

"Did you ask either Mark Sway or his mother befdoéng so?"

"No."

"So you invaded the privacy of an eleven-year-diddc’

"No. We are trying to obtain evidence."



"Evidence? Evidence for what? Not for a crime, fledsay. The crime has been
committed and the body has been disposed of. Y&iucan't find it. What other crime do
we have here? Suicide? Watching a suicide?"

"Did he watch the suicide?"

"l can't tell you what he did or saw because hecoasided in me as his lawyer. Our
talks are privileged,

you know that, Roy. What else have you taken frois ¢hild?"

"Nothing."

She snorted as if she didn't believe this. "Whse elo you have?"

"This is not enough?"

"l want it all."

Foltrigg flipped pages back and forth and did avabmrn. "You've seen the puffy left eye
and the knot on his forehead. The police said thexga trace of blood on his lip when
they found him at the scene. Clifford's autopsyested a spot of blood on the back of his
right hand, and it's not his type."”

"Let me guess. It's Mark's."

"Probably so. Same blood type."

"How do you know his blood type?"

Foltrigg dropped the legal pad and rubbed his fibe.most effective defense lawyers
are those who keep the fighting away from the isstibey bitch and throw rocks over
the tiny subplots of a case and hope the prosetand the jury are diverted away from
the obvious guilt of their clients. If there's sdhirg to hide, then scream at the other guy
for violating technicalities. Right now they shoudd nailing down the facts of what, if
anything, Clifford said to Mark. It should be smgie. But now the kid had a lawyer,
and here they were trying to explain how they at#idicertain crucial information. There
was nothing wrong with lifting prints from a cantidut asking. Good police work. But
from the mouth of a defense lawyer, it's suddenliceus invasion of privacy. Next she
‘would threaten a lawsuit. And now, the blood.

She was good. He found it difficult to believe shi@een practicing only four years.

"From his brother's hospital admission records."



"And how did you obtain the hospital records?",
"We have ways."

Trumann braced for a reprimand. McThune hid beliedfile. They had been burned by
this temper. She'd made them stutter and stamndesva@at blood, and now it was time
for old Roy to take a few punches. It was almosnifu

But she kept her cool. She slowly extended a skimgyer with white nail polish and
pointed it at Roy.

"If you get near my client again and attempt taagbanything from him without my
permission, I'll sue you and the FBI. I'll file athics complaint with the state bar in
Louisiana and Tennessee, and I'll haul your assliavenile Court here and ask the judge
to lock you up."

The words were spoken in an even voice, no emabioinso matter-of-factly that
everyone in the room, including Roy Foltrigg, knthat she would do exactly as she
promised.

He smiled and nodded.

"Fine. Sorry if we've gotten a bit out of line. Bué're anxious, and we must talk to your
client.”

"Have you told me everything you know about Mark?"
Foltrigg and Trumann checked their notes. "Yehijrik so."

"What's that?" she insisted, pointing to the fileTWune was lost in. He was reading
about her suicide attempt, by pills, and it wasgdld in the pleadings, sworn under oath,
that she'd been in a coma for four days beforengutiut. Evidently, her ex-husband, Dr.
Cardoni, a real piece of scum according to thedieps, was a nasty sort with all the
money and lawyers, and as soon as Regina/Reggedu the pills he ran to court with
a pile ot motions to get the kids. Looking at tladed stamped on the papers, it was
obvious the good doctor was filing requests andhgsfor hearings while she was lost in
a coma and fighting for her life.

McThune didn't panic. He looked at her innocentlg aaid, "Just some of our internal
stuff.” It was not a lie, because he was afrailietéo her. She had the tape, and had
sworn them to truthfulness.

"About my client?"

"Oh no."



She studied her legal pad. "Let's meet again tamgtrshe said. It was not a suggestion,
but a directive.

"We're really in a hurry, Reggie," Foltrigg pleaded

"Well I'm not. And | guess I'm calling the shotsgit I?"

"l guess you are."

"l need time to digest this and talk with my cliént

This was not what they wanted, but it was painfalgar this was all they would get.
Foltrigg dramatically screwed the top onto his ped slid his notes into his briefcase.
Trumann and McThune followed his lead and for autgrthe table shook as they

shuffled paper and files and restuffed everything.

"What time tomorrow?" Foltrigg asked, slamming Iigefcase and pushing away from
the table.

"Ten. In this office."
"Will Mark Sway be here?"
"I don't know."

They stood and filed out of the room.
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Wally Boxx called the office in New Orleans at lemur times every hour. Foltrigg had
forty-seven assistant U.S. attorneys fighting attsof crime and protecting the interests
of the government, and Wally was in charge of rielg@yrders from the boss in Memphis.
In addition to Thomas Fink, three other attornegsemvorking on the Muldanno case,
and Wally felt the need to call them every fiftemmutes with instructions, and the latest
on Clifford. By noon, the entire office knew of MaBway and his little brother. The
place buzzed with gossip and speculation. How naidhhe kid know? Would he lead
them to the body? Initially, these questions wenedered in hushed whispers by the
three Muldanno prosecutors, but by midafternoorstezetaries in the coffee room were



exchanging wild theories about the suicide notewvanat was told to the kid before
Clifford ate his bullet. All other work virtuallytspped as Foltrigg's office waited for
Wally's next call.

Foltrigg had been burned by leaks before. He'dl freople he suspected of talking too
much. He'd rcquircu poiygrapm 101 ail lawycib, pegais, tors, and secretaries who
worked for him. He kept sensitive information unttark and key for fear of leakage by
his own people. He lectured and threatened.

But Roy Foltrigg was not the sort of person to irsmtense loyalty. He was not
appreciated by many of the assistants. He playeg@ahtical game. He used cases for his
own raw ambition. He hogged the spotlight and toadit for all the good -work, and
blamed his subordinates for all the bad. He songirginal indictments against elected
officials for a few cheap headlines. He investigaies enemies and dragged their names
through the press. He was a political whore whagg @lent with the law was in the
courtroom, where he preached to juries and quateptgre. He was a Reagan appointee
with one year left, and most of the assistant aégs were counting the days. They
encouraged him to run for office. Any office.

The reporters in New Orleans began calling at 8 ALNey wanted an official comment
about Clifford from Foltrigg's office. They did nget one. Then Willis Upchurch
performed at two o'clock, with Muldanno gloweririghés side, and more reporters came
snooping around the office. There were hundregshohe calls to Memphis and back.
People talked.

They stood before the dirty window at the end efllall on the ninth floor, and watched
the rush-hour traffic of downtown. Dianne nervougia Virginia Slim, and blew a

heavy cloud of smoke. "Who is this lawyer?"

"Her name is Reggie Love."

"How'd you find her?"

He pointed to the Sterick Building four blocks awdywent to her office in that building
right there, and | talked to her.”

"Why, Mark?"

"These cops scare me, Mom. The police and FBIlmawling all over this place. And
reporters. | had one catch me in the elevatoratténoon. | think we need some legal
advice."

"Lawyers don't work for free, Mark. You know we teafford a lawyer."

"I've already paid her," he said like a tycoon.



"What? How can you pay a lawyer?"

"She wanted a small retainer, and she got oned gar a dollar from that five that went
for doughnuts this morning."

"She's working for a dollar? She must be a greayda."
"She's pretty good. I've been impressed so far."

Dianne shook her head in amazement. During hey dastrce, Mark, then age nine, had
constantly criticized her lawyer. He watched haafreeruns of "Perry Mason" and never
missed "L.A. Law." It had been years since she'd s argument with him.

"What has she done so far?" Dianne asked, as ivehe emerging from a dark cave and
seeing sunlight for the first time in a month.

"At rioon, she met with some FBI agents, and ripfyein up pretty good. And later, she
met with them again in her office. | haven't talkeith her since then."”

"What time is she coming here?"

"Around six. She wants to meet you and talk toGneenway. You'll really like her,
Mom."

"But why do we need her, Mark? | don't understaing @he's entered the picture. You've
done nothing wrong. You and Ricky saw the car, ymd to help the man, but he shot
himself anyway. And you guys saw it. Why do youdheadawyer?"

"Well, | did lie to the cops at first, and that sesme. And | was afraid we might get in
trouble because we didn't stop the man from shgdtimself. It's all pretty scary, Mom."

She watched him intently as he explained this,fendvoided her eyes. There was a long
pause. "Have you told me everything?" She askadveiry slowly, as if she knew.

At first he'd lied to her at the trailer while thesaited for the ambulance, with Hardy
lingering nearby, all ears. Then last night, inkgls room, under cross-examination by
Greenway, he had told the first version of thehtriite remembered how sad she had
been when she heard this revised story, and latershe'd said, "You never lie to me,
Mark."

They'd been through so much together, and hereasedancing around the truth,
dodging questions, telling Reggie more than hdtihes mother. It made him sick.



"Mom, it all happened so fast yesterday. It wasdllur in my mind last night, but I've
been thinking about it today. Thinking hard. I'eng through each step, minute by
minute, and I'm remembering things now."

"Such as?"

"Well, you know how this has affected Ricky. I tkitt shocked me sort of like that. Not
as bad, but I'm remembering things now that | sthtvalve remembered last night when |
talked to L>r. Lrreenway. Does this make sense?"

Actually, it did make sense. Dianne was suddenhcemed. Two boys see the same
event. One goes into shock. It's reasonable tevethe other would be, affected. She
hadn't thought of this. She leaned down next ta hiark, are you all right?"

He knew he had her. "l think so," he said withann, as if a migraine were upon him.
"What have you remembered?" she asked cautiously.
He took a deep breath. "Well, | remember-"

Greenway cleared his throat and appeared from n@wMark whirled around. "l need
to be going," Greenway said, almost as an apoldgycheck back in a couple of hours."

Dianne nodded but said nothing.

Mark decided to get it over with. "Look, Doctomnvbs just telling Mom that I'm
remembering things now for the first time."

"About the suicide?"

"Yes sir. All day long I've been seeing flashes eewhlling details. | think some of it
might be important.”

Greenway looked at Dianne. "Let's go back to tlemrand talk,” he said.

They walked to the room, closed the door behindhtrend listened as Mark tried to fill

in the gaps. It was a relief to unload this baggéwgsugh he did most of the talking in the
direction of the floor. It was an act, this painfuilling of scenes from a shocked and
badly scarred mind, and he carried it off with fise. He paused quite often, long pauses
in which he searched for words to describe -what aleeady firmly etched in the

doctor's expression never changed. He glanced andther from time to time, and she
didn't appear to be disappointed. She maintaidedlkaof motherly concern.

But when he got to the part about Clifford grabbimg, he could see them fidget. He
kept his troubled eyes on the floor. Dianne sigivauen he talked about the gun.
Greenway shook his head when he told of the gurtBhaiigh the window. At times, he



thought they were about to yell at him for lyingtlaight, but he plowed ahead,
obviously disturbed and deep in thought.

He carefully replayed every single event that Rickyld have seen and heard. The only
details he kept to himself were Clifford's confessi. He vividly recalled the crazy stuff:
la-la land and floating off to see the wizard.

When he finished, Dianne was sitting on the foldawed rubbing her head, talking
about Valium. Greenway sat in a chair, hangingwereword. "Is this all of it, Mark?"

"l don't know. It's all I can remember right nolg mumbled, as if he had a toothache.
"You were actually in the car?" Dianne said withopening her eyes.

He pointed to his slightly swollen left eye. "Yoeesthis. This is where he slapped me
when | tried to get out of the car. | was dizzy &dong time. Maybe | was unconscious, |
don't know."

"You told me you were in a fight at school.”

"l don't remember telling you that, Mom, and ifitidwell, maybe | was in shock or
something." Dammit. Trapped by another lie.

Greenway stroked his beard. "Ricky saw you getlggdbthrown in the car, the gunshot.
Wow."

"Yeah. It's coming back to me, real clear. I'm gamdidn't remember it sooner, but my
mind just went blank. Sort of like Ricky here."

Another long pause.

"Frankly, Mark, | find it hard to believe you coultiremember some of this last night,”
Greenway said.

"Gimme a break, would you? Look at Ricky here. B svhat happened to me, and it
drove him to the ozone. Did we talk last night?"

"Come on, Mark," Dianne said.
"Of course we talked,"” Greenway said with at léast new wrinkles across his forehead.
"Yeah, | guess we did. Don't remember much ofautih.”

Greenway frowned at Dianne and their eyes locketkMvalked into the bathroom and
drank water out of a paper cup.



"It's okay," Dianne said. "Have you told the poltbés?"
"No. | just remembered it. Remember?"

Dianne nodded slowly and managed a very slightgrivark. Her eyes were narrow,
and his suddenly found the floor. She believeafis story about the suicide, but this
sudden surge of clear memory did not fool her. \8beld deal with him later.

Greenway had his doubts too, but he was more conedewith treating his patient than
reprimanding Mark. He gently stroked his beard sindied the wall. There was a long
pause.

"I'm hungry," Mark finally said.

Reggie arrived an hour late with apologies. Gregnwad left for the day. Mark
stumbled through the introductions. She smiled viipahDianne as they shook hands,
then sat beside her on the bed. She asked heea daestions about Ricky. She was an
immediate friend of the family, anxious and propedncerned about everything. What
about her job? School? Money? Clothes?

Dianne was tired and vulnerable, and it was nidaltoto a woman. She opened up, and
they went on for a while about Greenway saying éimd that, about everything unrelated
to Mark and his story and the FBI, the only reasmrReggie's being there.

Reggie had a sack of deli sandwiches and chipsiaall spread them on a crowded
table by Ricky's bed. He left the room to get dsinkhey hardly noticed.

He bought two Dr Peppers in the waiting area atwrmed to the room without being
stopped by cops, reporters, or Mafia gunmen. Theevowere deep into a conversation
about McThune and Trumann trying to interrogate M&eggie was telling the story in
such a manner that Dianne had no choice but taustshe FBI. They were both
shocked. Dianne was alive and animated for thetiire in many hours.

Jack Nance and Associates was a quiet firm thagrtided itself as security specialists,
but swas in fact nothing more than a couple of gevinvestigators. Its ad in the Yellow
Pages was one of the smallest in town. It did reosttwhe run-of-the-mill divorce cases in
which one spouse was sleeping around and the winged photos. It did not own a
polygraph. It did not snatch children. It did n@tdk down thieving employees.

Jack Nance himself was an ex-con with an impressiwerd who'd managed to avoid
trouble for ten years. His associate was Cal Sjsssn a convicted felon who'd run a
terrific scam with a bogus roofing company. Togethey scratched out a nice living
doing dirty work for rich people. They had oncek®o both hands of the teenaged
boyfriend of a rich client's daughter after the &idpped her. They had once
deprogrammed a couple of Moonies, the childremotlzer rich client. They were not
afraid of violence. More than once, they had beatbnsiness rival who'd taken money



from a client. They had once burned the downtowe leest of a client's wife and her
lover.

There was a market for their brand of investigatiek, and they were known in small
circles as two very nasty and efficient men who Midake your cash, do your dirty work,
and leave no trail. They achieved amazing resktitsry client came by referral.

Jack Nance was in his cluttered office after danemwsomeone knocked on the door. The
secretary had left for the day. Cal Sisson wagisla crack dealer who'd hooked the
son of a client. Nance was around forty, not anbbémn, but compact and extremely agile.
He walked through the secretary's office and opé¢inedront door. The face was a
strange one.

"Looking for Jack Nance," the man said.

"That's me."

The man stretched out his hand, and they shook.riédfge's Paul Gronke. Can | come
in?"

Nance opened the door wider and motioned for

Gronke to enter. They stood in front of the secyetadesk. Gronke looked around the
cramped and messy room.

"It's late," Nance said. "What do you want?"
"l need some fast work."

"Who referred you?"

"I've heard of you. Word gets around."
"Give me a name."

"Okay. J. L. Grainger. | think you helped him obuwsiness deal. He also mentioned a Mr.
Schwartz who was also quite pleased with your work.

Nance thought about this for a second as he st@liedke. He was a burly man with a
thick chest, late thirties, badly dressed but dikimbw it. Because of his clipped drawl,
Nance immediately knew he was from New Orleangetla two-thousand-dollar retainer
up front, nonrefundable, all in cash, before ldiftinger.” Gronke pulled a roll of bills

from his left front pocket and peeled off twentg lones. Nance relaxed. It was his fastest
retainer in ten years. "Sit down," he said, takimg money and waving at a sofa. "I'm
listening."



Gronke took a folded newspaper clipping from heket and handed it to Nance. "Did
you see this in today's paper?"”

Nance looked at it. "Yeah. | read it. How are youalved?"

“I'm from New Orleans. In fact, Mr. Muldanno is ald pal, and he's very disturbed to
see his name suddenly show up here in the Memplpierplt says he has Mafia ties and
all. Can't believe a word in the newspapers. Tles$rs going to ruin this country.”

"Was Clifford his lawyer?"

"Yeah. But now he has a new one. That's not impgrthough. Lemme tell you what's
worrying him. He has a good source telling him éh&go boys know something."

"Where are the boys?"

"One's in the hospital, a coma or something. Hakied out when Clifford shot himself.
His brother was actually in the car with Cliffordqr to the shooting, and we're afraid
this kid might know something. He's already hirddvayer, and is refusing to talk to the
FBI. Looks real suspicious."

"Where do | fit in?"

"We need someone with Memphis connections. We tesde the kid. We need to know
where he is at all times.".

"What's his name?"

"Mark Sway. He's at the hospital, we think, witl mother. Last night they stayed in the
room with the younger brother, a kid named Rickya$vNinth floor at St. Peter's. Room
943 We want you to find the kid, determine his tamaas of now, and then watch him."

"Easy enough."

"Maybe not. There are cops and probably FBI ageatshing too. The kid's attracting a
crowd."

"l get a hundred bucks an hour, cash.”

"l know that."

She called herself Amber, which along with Alexgppened to be the two most popular
acquired names among strippers and whores in #greckrQuarter. She answered the

phone, then carried it a few feet to the tiny badinn where Barry Muldanno was
brushing his teeth. "It's Gronke," she said, hagdtimo him. He took it, turned off the



water, and admired her naked body as she crawiger uhe sheets. He stepped into the
doorway. "Yeah," he said into the phone.

A minute later, he placed the phone on the tabk toethe bed, and quickly dried
himself off. He dressed in a hurry. Amber was sohlmene under the covers.

"What time are you going to work?" he asked, tyngtie.

"Ten. What time is it?" Her head appeared betwherpillows.

"Almost nine. | gotta run an errand. I'll be back."”

"Why? You got what you wanted."

"I might want some more. | pay the rent here, siesmtt."

"Some rent. Why don't you move me outta this du@p®me a nice place?"

He tugged his sleeves from under his jacket, amiirad himself in the mirror. Perfect,
just perfect. He smiled at Amber. "I like it here."

"It's a dump. If you treated me right, you'd get angice place.”

"Yeah, yeah. See you later, sweetheart." He slantheedoor. Strippers. Get them a job,
then an apartment, buy some clothes, feed themdimeers, and then they get culture
and start making demands. They were an expenshig bat one he could not break.

He bounced down the steps in his alligator loaf@ns, opened the door onto Dumaine.
He looked right and left, certain that someone wakching, and took off around the
corner onto Bourbon. He moved in shadows, crossmgrecrossing the street, then
turned corners and retraced some of his stepsigdagged for eight blocks, then
disappeared into Randy's Oysters on Decatur. ¥f shigck to him, they were supermen.

Randy's was a sanctuary. It was an old-fashioned Qdeans eatery, long and narrow,
dark and crowded, off-limits for tourists, ownedlaperated by the family. He ran up
the cramped staircase to the second floor, wheexved seating was required and only a
select few could get reservations. He nodded taitew grinned at a beefy thug, and
entered a private room with four tables. Three veengty, and at the fourth a solitary
figure sat in virtual darkness reading by the ligh& real candle. Barry approached,
stopped, and waited to be invited. The man sawamchwaved at a chair. Barry
obediently took a seat.

Johnny Sulari was the brother of Barry's mothed, tie undisputed head of the family.
He owned Randy's, along with a hundred other asgoentures. As usual, he was
working tonight, reading financial statements bgdialight and waiting for dinner. This



was Tuesday, just another night at the office. @day, Johnny would be here with an
Amber or an Alexis or a Sabrina, and on Saturdaytad be here with his wife.

He did not appreciate the interruption. "What % e asked.

Barry leaned forward, well aware that he was nattead here at this moment. "Just
talked to Gronke in Memphis. Kid's hired a lawyaand is refusing to talk to the FBI."

"l can't believe you're so stupid, Barry, you knibhat?"
"We've had this conversation, okay?"

"I know. And we'll have it again. You're a dumbaessd | just "want you to know that |
think you're a real dumbass."

"Okay. I'm a dumbass. But we need to make a move."
"What?"

"We need to send Bono and someone else, maybeé, Riagbe the Bull, | don't care, but
we need a couple of men in Memphis. And we neeah thew."

"You want to hit the kid?"

"Maybe. We'll see. We need to find out what he ksookay? If he knows too much,
then maybe we'll take him out."

"I'm embarrassed we're related by blood, Barry.'Moa complete fool, you know that?"
"Okay. But we need to move fast.”

Johnny picked up a stack of papers and began iggd@end Bono and Pirini, but no
more stupid moves. Okay? You're a idiot, Barryimabecile, and | don't want anything
done up there until | say so. Understand?"

"Yes sir."

"Leave now." Johnny waved his hand, and Barry juitpehis feet.
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The tuesday evening, George Ord and his staff reathged to confine the activities of
Foltrigg, Boxx, and Fink to the expansive libramthe center 'of the offices. Here they'd
set up camp. They had two phones. Ord loaned thessratary and an intern. All other
assistant attorneys were ordered to stay out dflitery. Foltrigg kept the doors closed
and spread his papers and mess over the sixteenebference table in the middle of the
room. Trumann was allowed to come and go. The tmgréetched coffee and
sandwiches whenever the reverend ordered.

Foltrigg had been a mediocre student of the law,le@d managed to avoid the drudgery
of legal research for the past fifteen years. Helbarned to hate libraries in law school.
Research was to be done by egghead scholars; déisdtie/theory. Law could be
practiced only by real lawyers who could stand befaries and preach.

But out of sheer boredom, here he was in Georgés Gbdary with Boxx and Fink,
nothing to do but wait at the beck and call of &sggie Love, and so he, the great Roy
Foltrigg, lawyer extraordinaire, had his nose stuncl thick law book with a dozen more
stacked around him on the table. Fink, the eggkehdlar, was on the floor between two
shelves of books with his shoes off and researdinmais littered about. Boxx, also a
lightweight legal intellect, went through the matsoat the other end of Foltrigg's table.
Boxx had not opened a law book in years, but fermttoment there was simply nothing
else to do. He wore his only clean pair of boxerthand hoped like hell they left
Memphis tomorrow.

At issue, at the heart of their research, was tlestipn of how Mark Sway could be
made to divulge information if he didn't want tbsbmeone possesses information
crucial to a criminal prosecution, and that persiooses not to talk, then how can the
information be obtained? For issue number two,riggtwanted to know if Reggie Love
could be made to divulge whatever Mark Sway hadl bhelr. The attorney-client privilege
is almost sacred, but Roy wanted it researched ayyw

The debate over whether or not Mark Sway knew angthad ended hours before with
Foltrigg clearly victorious. The kid had been ie ttar. Clifford was crazy and wanted to
talk. The kid had lied to the cops. And now the tkédl a lawyer because the kid knew
something and was afraid to talk. Why didn't Mavka$ simply come clean and tell all?
Why? Because he was afraid of the killer of Boyg&te. Plain and sim-pie.

Fink still had doubts, but was tired of arguingsHbss was not bright and was very
stubborn, and when he closed his mind it remaitesed forever. And there was a lot of
merit to Foltrigg's arguments. The kid was makitrgrege moves, especially for a kid.

Boxx, of course, stood firm behind his boss andelel everything he said. If Roy said
the kid knew where the body was, then it was thepgb Pursuant to one of his many



phone calls, a half dozen assistant U.S. attormeys doing identical research in New
Orleans.

Larry Trumann knocked and entered the library adoiem Tuesday night. He'd been in
McThune's office for most of the evening. FollowiRgltrigg's orders, they, had begun
the process of obtaining approval to offer Mark $wafety under the Federal Witness
Protection Program. They had made a dozen pholstecalashington, twice speaking
with the director of the FBI, F. Denton VoylesMairk Sway didn't give Foltrigg the
answers he wanted in the morning, they would bey@ath a most attractive offer.

Foltrigg said it would be an easy deal. The kid hathing to lose. They would offer his
mother a good job in a new city, one of her chags8he would earn more than the six
lousy bucks an hour she got at the lamp factorg. family would live in a house with a
foundation, not a cheap trailer. There would baghdncentive, maybe a new car.

Mark sat in the darkness on the thin mattressstar@éd at his mother lying above him
next to Ricky. He was sick of this room and thistal. The foldaway bed was ruining
his back. Tragically, Karen the beautiful was naha& nurses' station. The hallways were
empty. No one waited for the elevators.

A solitary man occupied the waiting area. He fligplerough a magazine and ignored the
"M*A*S*H" reruns on the television. He was on thefa, which happened to be the spot
Mark had planned to sleep. Mark stuck two quaitetee machine, and pulled out a
Sprite. He sat in a chair and stared at the TV.mMha was about forty, and looked tired
and worried. Ten minutes passed, and "M*A*S*H" wantay. Suddenly, there was Gill
Teal, the people's lawyer, standing calmly at tene of a car wreck talking about
defending rights and fighting insurance compar@#.Teal, he's for real.

Jack Nance closed the magazine and picked up anéteglanced at Mark for the first
time, and smiled. "Hi there," he said warmly, theoked at a Redbook.

Mark nodded. The last thing he needed in his liés &nother stranger. He sipped his
drink, and prayed for silence.

"What're you doing here?" the man asked.

"Watching television," Mark answered, barely audibl

The man stopped smiling and began reading anearfitle midnight news came on, and
there was a huge story about a typhoon in Paki$tagre were live pictures of dead
people and dead animals piled along the shorallikevood. It was the kind of footage

one had to watch.

"That's awful, isn't it," Jack Nance said to the d%a helicopter hovered over a pile of
human debris.



"It's gross," Mark said, careful not to get friendiVho knows-this guy could be just
another hungry lawyer waiting to pounce on wounplexy.

"Really gross,” the man said, shaking his heatlastffering. "l guess we have much to
be thankful for.

But it's hard to be thankful in a hospital, knowahmean?" He was suddenly sad again.
He looked painfully at Mark.

"What's the matter?" Mark couldn't help but ask.

"It's my son. He's in real bad shape.” The manahhe magazine on the table and
rubbed his eyes.

"What happened?" Mark asked. He felt sorry for gus.
"Car wreck. Drunk driver. My boy was thrown outtbé car.”
"Where is he?"

"ICU, first floor. | had to leave and get aways & zoo down there, people screaming and
crying all the time."

"I'm very sorry."

"He's only eight years old." He appeared to bengrybut Mark couldn't tell.
"My little brother's eight. He's in a room arouihe tcorner.”

"What's wrong with him?" the man asked without liook

"He's in shock."

"What happened?”

"It's a long story. And getting longer. He'll makethough. | sure hope your kid pulls
through."”

Jack Nance looked at his watch and suddenly stdeltoo. | need to go check on him.
Good luck to you, uh, what's your name?"

"Mark Sway."
"Good luck, Mark. | gotta run." He walked to theetors and disappeared.

Mark took his place on the couch, and within misutas asleep.
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The photos on the front page of wednesday's editidhe Memphis Press had been
lifted from the yearbook at Willow Road Element&ghool. They were a year old-Mark
was in the fourth grade and Ricky the first. Therevnext to each other on the bottom
third of the page, and under the cute, smilinggagere the names. Mark Sway. Ricky
Sway. To the left was a story about Jerome Cliffosdiicide and the bizarre aftermath in
which the boys we're involved. It was written bycEIMoeller, and he had pieced
together a suspicious little story. The FBI wasoiwed; Ricky was in shock; Mark had
called 911 but hadn't given his name; the poliatthad to interrogate Mark but he
hadn't talked yet; the family had hired a lawyere ®eggie Love (female); Mark's
fingerprints were all over the inside of the cacgluding the gun. The story made Mark
look like a cold-blooded killer.

Karen brought it to him around six as he sat ir@pty semiprivate room directly across
the hall from Ricky's. Mark was watching cartoons #&ying to nap. Greenway wanted
everyone out of the room except Ricky and DiannehAur earlier, Ricky had opened
his eyes and asked to use the bathroom. He wasih#uk bed now, mumbling about
nightmares and eating ice cream.

"You've hit the big time," Karen said as she hanltiedthe front section and put his
orange juice on the table.

"What is it?" he asked, suddenly staring at hig fiacblack and white. "Damn!"
"Just a little story. I'd like your autograph whgou have time."

Very funny. She left the room and he read it slolgggie had told him about the
fingerprints and the note. He'd dreamed about time lgut through a legitimate lapse in
memory had forgotten about touching the whiskeyidot

There was something unfair here. He was just avkid'd been minding his own business,
and now suddenly his picture was on the front @agefingers were pointed at him. How
can a newspaper dig up old yearbook photos anthem whenever it chooses? Wasn't
he entitled to a little privacy?



He threw the paper to the floor and walked to thimdow. It was dawn, drizzling
outside, and downtown Memphis was slowly comintiféo Standing in the window of
the empty room, looking at the blocks of tall bunlgs, he felt completely alone. Within
an hour, a half million people would be awake, negdbout Mark and Ricky Sway
while sipping their coffee and eating their tod$te dark buildings would soon be filled
with busy people gathering around desks and coffsepnd they would gossip and
speculate wildly about him and what happened viiéhdead lawyer. Surely the kid was
in the car. There are fingerprints everywhere! Hbavthe kid get in the car? How did he
get out? They would read Slick Moeller's storyfassery word were true, as if Slick had
the inside dope.

It was not fair for a kid to read about himselftbe front page and not have parents to
hide behind. Any kid in this mess needed the ptmtrof a father and the sole affection
of a mother. He needed a shield against cops ahdddts and reporters, and, God
forbid, the mob. Here he was, eleven years oldaltying, then telling the truth, then
lying some more, never certain what to do next. fftih can get you killed-he'd seen
that in a movie one time, and always rememberadhén he felt the urge to lie to
someone in authority. How could he get out of thess?

He retrieved the paper from the floor and entehedhall. Greenway had stuck a note on
Ricky's door forbidding anyone from entering, irdihg nurses. Di-anne was having
back pains from sitting in his bed and rocking, @&rdenway had ordered another round
of pills for her discomfort.

Mark stopped at the nurses' station, and handeplaper to Karen. "Nice story, huh,"” she
said with a smile. The romance was gone. She whbestutiful but now playing hard to
get, and he just didn't have the energy.

"I'm going to get a doughnut,” he said. "You wan¢®"
"No thanks."

He walked to the elevators and pushed the calbbufthe middle door opened and he
stepped in.

At that precise second, Jack Nance turned in thendas of the waiting room and
whispered into his radio.

The elevator was empty. It was just a few minutst pix, a good half an hour before the
rush hit. The elevator stopped at floor number eighe door opened, and one man
stepped in. He wore a white lab jacket, jeans,l@rsaand a baseball cap. Mark did not
look at his face. He was tired of meeting new peopl

The door closed, and suddenly the man grabbed Btatkpinned him in a corner. He
clenched his fingers around Mark's throat. The fefino one knee and pulled something
from a pocket. His face was inches from Mark's, iaméhs a horrible face. He was



breathing heavy. "Listen to me, Mark Sway," he dealv Something clicked in his right
hand, and suddenly a shiny switchblade enteregitiere. A very long switchblade. "I
don't know what Jerome Clifford told you," he sardently. The elevator was moving.
"But if you repeat a single word of it to anyoregluding your lawyer, I'll kill you. And

I'll kill your mother and your little brother. Ok@yHe's in Room 943. I've seen the trailer
where you live. Okay? I've seen your school at 8ilRoad." His breath was warm and
had the smell of creamed coffee, and he aimedeattly at Mark's eyes. "Do you
understand me?" he sneered with a nasty smile.

The elevator stopped, and the man was on his jetitebdoor with the switchblade
hidden by his leg. Although Mark was paralyzedwas able to hope and pray that
someone would get on the damned elevator with himas obvious he was not getting
off at this point. They waited ten seconds at tkehdloor, and nobody entered. The
doors closed, and they were moving again.

The man lunged at him again, this time with thetsidlade an inch or two from Mark's
nose. He pinned him in the corner with a heavydore and suddenly jabbed the shiny
blade at Mark's waist. Quickly and efficiently, &i& a belt loop. Then a second one. He'd
already delivered his message, without interruptaomd now it was time for a little
reinforcement.

"I'll slice your guts out, do you understand me€'demanded, and then released Mark.

Mark nodded. A lump the size of a golf ball clogdesl dry throat, and suddenly his eyes
were wet. He nodded yes, yes, yes.

"I'll kill you. Do you believe me?"

Mark stared at the knife, and nodded some mored'iAyou tell anyone about me, I'll
get you. Understand?" Mark kept nodding, only fastav.

The man slid the knife into a pocket and pulledlddd eight by ten color photograph
from under the lab jacket. He stuck it in Mark'sda"You seen this before?" he asked,
smiling now.

It was a department store portrait taken when Meaak in the second grade, and for
years now it had hung in the den above the telmvisviark stared at it.

"Recognize it?" the man barked at him.

Mark nodded. There was only one such photograpienworld.

The elevator stopped on the fifth floor, and thenmmeoved quickly, again by the door. At
the last second, two nurses stepped in, and Maallyibreathed. He stayed in the corner,

holding the railings, praying for a miracle. Theitslwblade had come closer with each
assault, and he simply could not take another ©nehe third floor, three more people



entered and stood between Mark and the man withrttie. In an instant, Mark's
assailant was gone; through the door as it wasngjos

"Are you okay?" A nurse was staring at him, frowgnand very concerned. The elevator
kicked and started down. She touched his foreheddedt a layer of sweat between her
fingers. His eyes were wet. "You look pale,” shie.sa

"I'm okay," he mumbled weakly, holding the railinigs support.

Another nurse looked down at him in the corner.yT$teidied his face with much
concern. "Are you sure?"

He nodded, and the elevator door suddenly opendldeosecond floor. He darted
through bodies and was in a narrow corridor dodgimgeys and wheelchairs. His well-
worn Nike hightops squeaked on the clean linolesrharan to a door with an EXIT
sign over it. He pushed through the door, and wake stairwell. He grabbed the rails
and started up, two steps at a time, churning dodhang. The pain hit his thighs at the
sixth floor, but he ran harder. He passed a damidhe eighth floor, but never slowed.
He ran, climbing the mountain at a record pacd tiwi stairwell stopped on the fifteenth
floor. He collapsed on a landing under a fire hasel sat in the semidarkness until the
sun filtered through a tiny painted window above hi

Pursuant to his agreement with Reggie, Clint opeheaffice at exactly eight, and after
turning on the lights, made the coffee. It was Wesdtay, southern pecan day. He looked
through the countless one-pound bags of coffeeshigathe refrigerator until he found
southern pecan, and measured four perfect scotgpthimgrinder. She would know in an
instant if he'd missed the measurement by haldspieon. She would take the first sip
like a wine connoisseur, smack her lips like a rialthen pass judgment on the coffee.
He added the precise quantity of water, flippedsthééich, and waited for the first black
drops to hit the canister. The aroma was delicious.

Clint enjoyed the coffee almost as much as his H@ksand the meticulous routine of
making it was only half-serious. They began eachning with a quiet cup as they
planned the day and talked about the mail. Theynheitin a detox center eleven years
earlier when she was forty-one and he was seveniéey had started law school at the
same time, but he flunked out after a nasty rouitld eoke. He'd been perfectly clean for
five years, she for six. They had leaned on ede@rahany times.

He sorted the mail and placed it carefully on Hea desk. He poured his first cup of
coffee in the kitchen, and read with great intetiestfront-page story about her newest
client. As usual, Slick had his facts. And, as lisihe facts were stretched with a good
dose of innuendo thrown in. The boys favored edblrpbut Ricky's hair was a shade
lighter. He smiled with several teeth missing.

Clint placed the front page in the center of Reggiesk.



Unless she was expected in court, reggie seldone ribaal the office before 9 A.M. She
was a slow starter who usually hit her stride adoiour in the afternoon and preferred to
work late.

Her mission as a lawyer was to protect abused agtkated children, and she did this
with great skill and passion. The juvenile coudstmely called her for indigent work
representing kids who needed lawyers but didn'nkinoShe was a zealous advocate for
small clients who could not say thanks. She had $aibers for molesting daughters. She
had sued uncles for raping their nieces. She hed swthers for abusing their babies.
She had investigated parents for exposing theldi@mn to drugs. She served as legal
guardian for more than twenty children. And shekedrthe Juvenile Court as appointed
counsel for kids in trouble with the law. She peried pro bono work for children in
need of commitment to mental facilities. The mon@g adequate, but not important.
She had money once, lots of it, and it had brouagkting but misery.

She sipped the southern pecan, pronounced it goodplanned the day with Clint. It
was a ritual adhered to whenever possible.

As she picked up the newspaper, the buzzer ratigeasoor opened. Clint jumped to
answer it. He found Mark Sway standing in the réioepgoom, wet from the drizzle and
out of breath.

"Good morning, Mark. You're all wet."

"l need to see Reggie." His bangs stuck to hidweae and water dripped from his nose.
He was in a daze.

"Sure." Clint backed away from him, and returnethvei hand towel from the rest room.
He wiped Mark's face, and said, "Follow me."

Reggie was waiting in the center of her officen€Ctilosed the door and left them alone.
"What's the matter?" she asked.

"l think we need to talk." She pointed, and heisat wingback chair and she sat on the
sofa.

"What's going on, Mark?" His eyes were red andltitée stared at the flowers on the
coffee table.

"Ricky snapped out of it early this morning."
"That's great. What time?"

"A couple of hours ago."



"You look tired. Would you like some hot cocoa?"

"No. Did you see the paper this morning?"

"Yeah, | saw it. Does it scare you?"

"Of course it scares me." Clint knocked on the dtwen opened it and brought the hot
cocoa anyway. Mark thanked him and held it withhbwdnds. He was cold and the warm
cup helped. Clint closed the door and was gone.

"When do we meet with the FBI?" he asked.

"In an hour. Why?"

He sipped the cocoa and it burned his tongue.ribbsure | want to talk to them."
"Okay. You don't have to, you know. I've explairsithis."

"I know. Can | ask you something?"

"Of course, Mark. You look scared."

"It's been a rough morning." He took another tifpgy §hen another. "What would happen
to me if I never told anyone what | know?"

"You've told me."

"Yeah, but you can't tell. And | haven't told yotegything, right?"
"That's right."

"I've told you that | know where the body is, bitaven't told-"

"I know, Mark. | don't know where it is. There'®ig difference, and | certainly
understand it."

"Do you want to know?"

"Do you want to tell me?"

"Not really. Not now."

She was relieved but didn't show it. "Okay, theloh't want to know."

"So what happens to me if | never tell?"



She'd thought about this for hours, and still hadnswer. But she'd met Foltrigg, had
watched him under pressure, and was convinced &y all legal means to extract
the information from her client. As much as she t@drio, she could not advise him to
lie.

A lie would work just fine. One simple lie, and M&Bway could live the rest of his life
without regard to what happened in New Orleans. vhg should he worry about
Muldanno and Foltrigg and the late Boyd BoyetteAtds just a kid, guilty of neither
crime nor major sin.

"l think that an effort will be made to force yautalk."

"How does it work?"

"I'm not sure. It's very rare, but | believe steps be taken in court to force you to testify
about what you know. Clint and | have been reseagaih"

"I know what Clifford told me, but | don't know iifs the truth."
"But you think it's the truth, don't you, Mark?"

"l think so, | guess. | don't know wha.t to do." ttes mumbling softly, at times barely
audible, unwilling to look at her. "Can they make talk?" he asked.

She answered carefully. "It could happen. | medat af things could happen. But, yes,
a judge in a courtroom one day soon could orderntgaalk."

"And if | refused?"

"Good question, Mark. It's a gray area. If an adefiises a court order, he's in contempt
of court and runs the risk of being locked up. m'td&now what they'd do with a child.
I've never heard of it before."

"What about a polygraph?"

"What do you mean?"

"Well, let's say they drag me into court, and thdgje tells me to spill my guts, and | tell
the story but leave out the most important pard Arey think I'm lying. What then? Can
they strap me in the chair and start asking ques®d saw it in a movie one time."

"You saw a child take a polygraph?"

"No. It was some cop who got caught lying. But,dan, can they do it to me?"

"l doubt it. I've never heard of it, and I'd beHiong like crazy to stop it."



"But it could happen.”

"I'm not sure. | doubt it." These were hard quesiooming at her like gunfire, and she
had to be careful. Clients often heard what thegtedto hear and missed the rest. "But |
must warn you, Mark, if you lie in court you coudd in big trouble.”

He thought about this for a second, and said, téfllthe truth I'm in bigger trouble.”
"Why?"

She waited a long time for a response. Every twsatpnds or so, he would take a sip of
the cocoa, but he was not at all interested in angg this question. The silence did not
bother him. He stared at the table, but his mindledhaway somewhere else.

"Mark, last night you indicated you were readyadtk to the FBI and tell them your story.
Now it's obvious you've changed your mind. Why? Wéhaappened?"

Without a word, he gently placed the cup on théetabd covered his eyes with his fists.
His chin dropped to his chest, and he started gryin

The door opened into the reception area and adkeB&press lady ran in with a box
three inches thick. All smiles and perfect effi@gnshe handed it to Clint and showed
him where to sign. She thanked him, wished hinca day, and vanished.

The package was expected. It was from Print ReBgancamazing little outfit in D.C.

that did nothing but scan two hundred daily newspapationwide and catalogue the
stories. The news was clipped, copied, computeriaed readily available within
twenty-four hours for those willing to pay. Reggiein't want to pay, but she needed
quick background on Boyette et al. Clint had plattedorder yesterday, as soon as Mark
left and Reggie had herself a new client. The $eaas limited to the New Orleans and
Washington papers.

He removed the contents, a neat stack of eightdralf by eleven Xerox copies of
newspaper stories, headlines, and photos, allgethim perfect chronological order, all
copied with the columns straight and the photoarcle

Boyette was an old Democrat from New Orleans, ad $erved several terms as an
undistinguished rank and file member of the U.Sus$& when one day Senator Dauvin,
an antebellum relic from the Civil War, suddenlgdlin office at the age of ninety-one.
Boyette pulled strings and twisted arms, and irpkegwith the great tradition of
Louisiana politics rounded up some cash and foulmoinae for it. He was appointed by
the governor to fill the unexpired portion of Danfgiterm. The theory was simple: If a
man had enough sense to accumulate a bunch oftbashhe would certainly make a
worthy U.S. senator.



Boyette became a member of the world's most exaudub, and with time proved
himself quite capable. Over the years he narrowlsed a few indictments, and
evidently learned his lessons. He survived twoeclelections, and finally reached a
point attained by most southern senators whereasesimply left alone. When this
happened, Boyette slowly mellowed, and changed fxdrall-raising segregationist to a
rather liberal and open-minded statesman. He &&trfwith three straight governors in
Louisiana, and in doing so became an outcast wélpetroleum and chemical
companies that had ruined the ecology of the state.

So Boyd Boyette became a radical environmenta@tething unheard of among
southern politicians. He railed against the oil gad industry, and it vowed to defeat him.
He held hearings in small bayou towns devastatetidpil boom and bust, and made
enemies in the tall buildings in New Orleans. SenBbyette embraced the crumbling
ecology of his beloved state, and studied it wighaasion.

Six years ago, someone in New Orleans had floated proposal to build a toxic waste
dump in Lafourche Parish, about eighty miles soetftvof New Orleans. It was quickly
killed for the first time by local authorities. Astrue with most ideas created by rich
corporate minds, it didn't go away, but rather chimek a year later with a different name,
a different set of consultants, new promises ddligabs, and a new mouthpiece doing
the presenting. It was voted down by the localgliersecond time, but the vote was
much closer. A year passed, some money changed hasginetic changes were made to
the plans, and it was suddenly back on the agd@idafolks who lived around the site
were hysterical. Rumors were rampant, especighigraistent one that the New Orleans
mob was behind the dump and would not stop untibi$ a reality. Of course, millions
were at stake.

The New Orleans papers did a credible job of ligkime mob to the toxic waste site. A
dozen corporations were involved, and names anceasis led to several known and
undisputed crime figures.

The stage was set, the deal was done, the dumpvieasapproved, then Senator Boyd
Boyette came crashing in with an army of federgutators. He threatened investigations
by a dozen agencies. He held weekly press confeseite made speeches all over
southern Louisiana. The advocates of the wasteasitéor cover. The corporations
issued terse statements of no comment. Boyettéhiead on the ropes, and he was
enjoying himself immensely.

On the night of his disappearance, the senatoattadded an angry meeting of local
citizens at a packed high school gymnasium in Houthegleft late, and alone, as was his
custom, for the hour drive to his home near Neve@nst. Years earlier, Boyette had
grown weary of the constant small talk and incesaas kissing of aides, and he
preferred to drive by himself whenever possible wée studying Russian, his fourth
language, and he cherished the solitude of hisli@adind the language tapes.



By noon the next day, it was determined the senadsrmissing. The splashy headlines
from New Orleans told the story. Bold headlinethia Washington Post suspected foul
play. Days went by and the news was scarce. No adyfound. A hundred old photos
of the senator were dug up and used by the newspaljee story was becoming old
when, suddenly, the name of Barry Muldanno waselihto the disappearance and this
set off a frenzy of Mafia dirt and trash. A ratlfieghtening mug shot of a young
Muldanno ran on page one in New Orleans. The pabeshed its earlier stories about
the waste site and the mob. The Blade swas a krtwnan with a criminal record. And
on and on.

Roy Foltrigg made a grand entrance into the stdrgmhe stepped in front of the
cameras to announce the indictment of Barry Mulddonthe murder of Senator Boyd
Boyette. He, too, got the front page in both Newe@ms and Washington, and Clint
remembered a similar photo in the Memphis papeay.ngws, but no body. This, however,
did not throttle Mr. Foltrigg. He ranted againsgjanized crime. He predicted certain
victory. He preached his carefully prepared remauikls the flair of a veteran stage actor,
shouting at all the right moments, pointing higgén, waving the indictment. He had no
comment about the absence of a corpse, but hinéddhé knew something he couldn't
tell and said he had no doubt the remains of tteesenator would be found.

There were pictures and stories when Barry Muldamas arrested, or rather, turned
himself in to the FBI. He spent three days inlp@ifore bail was arranged, and there were
photos of him leaving just as he had arrived. Heenaodark suit and smiled at the
cameras. He was innocent, he proclaimed. It wandetta.

There were photos of bulldozers, taken from a ditaas the FBI trenched its way
through the soggy soil of New Orleans, searchimdife body. More of Foltrigg
performing for the press. More investigative repaftt New Orleans's rich history of
organized crime. The story seemed to lose steaireasearch continued.

The governor, a Democrat, appointed a crony toesttr® remaining year and a half of
Boyette's term. The New Orleans paper ran an agaly$he many politicians waiting
eagerly to run for the Senate. Foltrigg was onevofRepublicans rumored to be
interested.

He sat next to her on the sofa, and wiped his eyes.

He hated himself for crying, but it could not bégesl. Her arm was around his shoulder,
and she patted him gently.

"You don't have to say a word," she repeated quietl
"I really don't want to. Maybe later, if | have tayt not now. Okay?"

"Okay, Mark."



There was a knock at the door. "Come in," Reggjsat loud enough to be heard.
Clint appeared holding a stack of papers and lapkirhis watch.

"Sorry to interrupt. But it's almost ten, and Maltigg will be here in a minute." He
placed the papers on the coffee table in fronteof HY¥ou wanted to see these before the
meeting."

"Tell Mr. Foltrigg we have nothing to discuss," Regsaid.

Clint frowned at her and looked at Mark. He satelto her as if he needed protecting.
"You're not going to see him?"

"No. Tell him the meeting's been canceled becausbhave nothing to say," she said, and
nodded at Mark.

Clint glanced at his watch again and backed awklyaodthe door. "Sure," he said with
a smile as if he suddenly enjoyed the idea oinglkoltrigg to take a hike. He closed the
door behind him.

"Are you okay?" she asked.

"Not really."

She leaned forward and began flipping through tmes of the clippings. Mark sat in a
daze, tired and drained, still frightened aftekitad things over with his lawyer. She
scanned the pages, reading the headlines andsjainal pulling the photographs closer
to her. About a third of the way through, she sudiglstopped and leaned back on the
sofa. She handed Mark a close-up of Barry Muldaasbe smiled at the camera. It was
from the New Orleans paper. "Is this the man?"

Mark looked without touching it. "No. Who is it?"

"It's Barry Muldanno."

"That's not the man who grabbed me. | guess hé'a kgt of friends."

She placed the copy in the stack on the coffeetaid patted him on the leg.

"What're you gonna do?" he asked.

"Make a few calls. I'll talk to the administratdrtbe hospital and arrange security around
Ricky's room."

"You can't tell him about this guy, Reggie. Thekill us. We can't tell anybody."



"I won't. I'll explain to the hospital that therave been some threats. It's routine in
criminal cases.

They'll place a few guards on the ninth floor amtime room."

"l don't want to tell Mom either. She's stressetivaith Ricky, and she's taking pills to
sleep and pills to do this and that, and | justtdtimk she can handle this right now."

"You're right." He was a tough little kid, raised the streets and wise beyond his years.
She admired his courage.

"Do you think Mom and Ricky are safe?"

"Of course. These men are professionals, Mark. eyt do anything stupid. They'll
lay low and listen. They may be bluffing.” She dimt sound sincere.

"No, they're not bluffing. | saw the knife, Reggidhey're here in Memphis for one
reason, and that's to scare the hell out of me.igsworking. | ain't talk-ing."
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Foltrigg yelled only once, then stormed from thicef making threats and slamming the
door. McThune and Trumann were frustrated, but alsbarrassed at his antics. As they
left, McThune rolled his eyes at Clint as if he wehto apologize for this pompous
loudmouth. Clint relished the moment, and -whendhst settled he walked to Reggie's
office.

Mark had pulled a chair to the window, and sat wiaig it rain on the street and sidewalk
below. Reggie was on the phone with the hospitaliadtrator discussing security on
the ninth floor. She covered the phone, and Climspered that they were gone. He left
to get more cocoa for Mark, who never moved.

Within minutes, Clint took a call from George Oahd he buzzed Reggie on the
intercom. She'd never met the U.S. attorney fronrmiglais, but was not surprised that he
was now on the phone. She allowed him to hold f& full minute, then picked up the
phone. "Hello."

"Ms. Love, this is-"



"It's Reggie, okay. Just Reggie. And you're Georigt?" She called everyone by their
first name, even stuffy judges in their propetdittourtrooms.

"Right, Reggie. This is George Ord. Roy Foltriggnisny office, and-"

"What a coincidence. He just left mine."

"Yeah, and that's why I'm calling. He didn't getheance to talk to you and your client.”
"Give him my apologies. My client has nothing ty $a him." She was talking and
looking at the back of Mark's head. If he wereelgihg, she couldn't tell. He was frozen
in the chair at the window.

"Reggie, | think it would be wise if you at leaseet with Mr. Foltrigg again.”

"I have no desire to meet with Roy, nor does mgntll' She could picture Ord speaking
gravely into the phone with Foltrigg pacing arothd office waving his arms.

"Well, this will not be the end of it, you know?"
"Is that a threat, George?"
"It's more of a promise."”

"Fine. You tell Roy and his boys that if anyoneatpts to contact my client or his
family I'll have their asses. Okay, George?"

"I'll relay the message."

It was really sort of funny-it was not, after dlls case-but Ord could not laugh. He
returned the receiver to its place, smiled to himaed said, "She says she ain't talking,
the kid ain't talking, and if you or anyone elsatemts the kid or his family she'll, uh,
have your asses, as she put it."

Foltrigg bit his lip and nodded at every word athi§ were fine because he could play
hardball with the best of “hem. He had regained¢bimposure and was already
implementing Plan B. He paced around the offic# asdeep thought. McThune and
Trumann stood bv the door like sentries. Boredraent

"l want the kid followed, okay," Foltrigg finallynigppec at McThune. "We're leaving for
New Orleans, and | want you guys to tail him twefayr hours a day. | *ant to know
what he does, and, more importantly, me needs fwdtected from Muldanno and his
henchmen.”



McThune did not take orders from any U.S. attorraey] at this moment he was sick of
Roy Foltrigg. And the idea of using three or foueowvorked agents to follow an eleven-
year-old kid was quite stupid. But, it was not vinattte fight. Foltrigg had a hot line to
Director Voyles in Washington, and Director Voyleanted the body and he wanted a
conviction almost as bad as Foltrigg did.

"Okay," he said. "We'll get it done."

"Paul Gronke's already here somewhere," Foltrigd) asthough he'd just heard fresh
gossip. They knew the flight number and his ‘tirharoival eleven hours ago. They had,
however, managed to lose his trail once he lefiMeenphis airport. They had discussed
it with Ord and Foltrigg and a dozen other FBI agdar two hours this morning. At this
very moment, no less than eight agents were trigriotnd Gronke in Memphis.

"We'll find him," McThune said. "And we'll watchetkid. Why don't you get your ass
back to New Orleans."

"I'll get the van ready,"” Trumann said officiallg & the van were in fact Air Force One.

Foltrigg stopped pacing in front of Ord's desk.

"We're leaving, George. Sorry for the intrusioth pfobably be back in a couple of days.

What wonderful news, Ord thought. He stood, ang gf@ok hands. "Anytime," he said.
"If we can help, just call."

"I'l meet with Judge Lamond first thing in the marg. I'll let you know."

Ord offered his hand again for one final shaketrkgg took it and headed for the door.
"Watch out for these thugs," he advised McThuneofi't think he's dumb enough to
touch the kid, but who knows." McThune opened thercdind waved him through. Ord
followed.

"Muldanno's heard something," Foltrigg continueahd they're just snooping around
here." He was in the outer office where Wally Band Thomas Fink waited. "But keep
an eye on them, okay, George? These guys are dzailyerous. And follow the kid, too,
and watch his lawyer. And thanks a million. I'lllgpou tomorrow. Where's the van,
Wally?"

After an hour of watching the sidewalks, sipping ho

cocoa, and listening to his lawyer practice lawykiaas ready for a move. Reggie had
called Dianne and explained that Mark was in hécekilling time and helping with the
paperwork. Ricky was much better, sleeping agaeid idonsumed half a gallon of ice
cream while Greenway asked him a hundred questiireleven, Mark parked himself
at Clint's desk and inspected the dictating equigni®eggie had a client, a woman who



desperately wanted a divorce, and they neededtapategy for an hour. Clint typed
away on long paper and grabbed the phone everyrfinates.

"How'd you become a secretary?" Mark asked, vergduwvith this candid view of the
practice of law.

Clint turned and smiled at him. "It was an accident
"Did you want to be a secretary when you were &'kid
"No. | wanted to build swimming pools."

"What happened?"

"l don't know. | got messed up on drugs, almostkkd out of high school, then went to
college, then went to law school.”

"You have to go to law school to be a secretary liaw office?"
"No. | flunked out of law school, and Reggie gave anjob. It's fun, most of the time."
"Where'd you meet Reggie?"

"It's a long story. We were friends in law schatfe've been friends for a long time.
She'll probably tell you about it when you meet MoanLove."

"Momma who?"

"Momma Love. She hasn't told you about Momma Love?"

"No."

"Momma Love is Reggie's mother. They live togetlaed she loves to cook for the kids
Reggie represents. She fixes inside-out ravioligpdach lasagna and all sorts of
delicious Italian food. Everyone loves it."

After two days of doughnuts and green Jell-O, tleation of thick, cheesy dishes cooked
at someone's home was terribly inviting. "When da think | might meet Momma
Love?"

"I don't know. Reggie takes most ot her clients bpaspecially the younger ones."

"Does she have any kids?"

"Two, but they're grown and live away."



"Where does Momma Love live?"

"In midtown, not far from here. It's an old house's owned for years. In fact, it's the
house Reggie grew up in."

The phone rang. Clint took the message and retumbis typewriter. Mark watched
intently.

"How'd you learn to type so fast?"

The typing stopped, and he slowly turned and loakddark. He smiled, and said, "In
high school. | had this teacher who was like d dafgeant. We hated her, but she made
us learn. Can you type?"

"A little. I've had three years of computer at salio

Clint pointed to his Apple next to the typewrit8/Ve've got all sorts of computers
around here."

Mark glanced at it, but was not impressed. Everyldwatl computers. "So how'd you get
to be a secretary?"

"It wasn't planned. When Reggie finished law schsbé didn't want to work for
anybody, so she opened this office. It was abauwt years ago. She needed a secretary,
and | volunteered. Have you seen a male secretdoyd?"

"No. Didn't know men could be secretaries. Howssrtioney?"

Clint chuckled at this. "It's okay. If Reggie hagaod month, then | have a good month.
We're sort of like partners."”

"Does she make a lot of money?"

"Not really. She doesn't want a lot of money. A f@gvars ago she was married to a
doctor, and they had a big house and lots of mdaegrything went to hell, and she
blames the money for most of it. She'll probabliyyteu about it. She's very honest about
her life."

"She's a lawyer and she doesn't want money?"

"Unusual, isn't it?"

"Il say. | mean, I've seen a lot of lawyer shawstelevision, and all they do is talk
about-money. Sex and money."



The phone rang. It was a judge, and Clint gotmezd and chatted with him for five
minutes. He hung up and returned to his typinghdseached full speed, Mark asked,
"Who's that woman in there?"

Clint stopped, stared at the keys, and slowly irr®und. His chair squeaked. He
forced a quick smile. "In there with Reggie?"

"Yeah."
"Norma Thrash."
"What's her problem?"

"She's got a bunch of them, really. She's in thadieiof a nasty divorce. Husband's a
real jerk."

Mark was curious about how much Clint knew. "Doekat her up?"
"l don't think so," he answered slowly.

"Do they have kids and all?"

"Two. | really can't say much about it. It's comfidial, you know?"

"Yeah, | know. But you probably know everythingntoyou? | mean, after all, you type
itup.”

"I know most of what goes on. Sure. But Reggie dbésll me everything. For example,
| have no idea what you've told her. | assumeresty serious, but she'll keep it to
herself. I've read the newspaper. I've seen theaRBIMr. Foltrigg, but | don't know the
details."

This was exactly what Mark wanted to hear. "Do &oow Robert Hackstraw? They call
him Hack."

"He's a lawyer, isn't he?"

"Yeah. He represented my mother in her divorceupleoof years ago. A real moron.”
"You weren't impressed with her lawyer?"

"l hated Hack. He treated us like dirt. We'd gdi®office and wait for two hours. Then
he'd talk to us for ten minutes', and tell us hs imaa big hurry, had to get to court

because he was so important. | tried to convincelNtoget another lawyer, but she was
too stressed out."



"Did it go to trial?"

"Yeah. My ex-father thought he should get one #idn't really care which one but he
preferred Ricky ‘cause he knew | hated him, soitezlta lawyer, and for two days my
mother and my father trashed each other in cotetyTried to prove each other was
unfit. Hack was a complete fool in the courtroomt imy ex-father's lawyer was even
worse. The judge hated both lawyers, and said lsa'tvabout to separate me and Ricky.
| asked him if | could testify. He thought aboudlitring lunch on the second day, and
decided he wanted to hear what | had to say. kiskdd Hack the same question, and he
said something smatrt, like | was too young and dtortestify."

"But you testified."
"Yeah, for three hours."
"How'd it go?"

"l was pretty good, really. | just told about theaktings, the bruises, the stitches. | told
him how much I hated my father. The judge almoistdct

"And it worked?"

"Yeah. My father wanted some visitation rights, &isgent a lot of time explaining to the
judge that | had no desire to ever see the mam agpaie the trial was over. And, that
Ricky was terrified of him. So the judge not oniyt off all visitation, but also told my
father to stay away from us."”

"Have you seen him since?"

"No. But I will one day. When | grow up, we'll catbim somewhere, me and Ricky, and
we'll beat the living hell out of him. Bruise fordise. Stitch for stitch. We talk about it
all the time."

Clint was~no longer bored with this little conversat He listened to every word. The
kid was so casual about his plans for beatingaitsef. "You might go to jail."

"He didn't go to jail when he beat us. He didn'tggail when he stripped my mother
naked and threw her in the street with blood afirdwer. That's when | hit him with the
baseball bat."

"You what?"

"He was drinking one night at home, and we couldhwas about to get out of hand.
We could always tell. Then he left to buy more béean down the street and borrowed
an aluminum tee ball bat from Michael Moss. | hidnder my bed, and | remember
praying for a good car wreck so he wouldn't comaé&oBut he did. Mom was in their



bedroom, hoping he would just pass out, which deatlithe time. Ricky and | stayed in
our room, waiting for the explosion."

The phone rang again, and Clint quickly took thessage and returned to the story.

"About an hour later there was all this yelling angsing. The trailer was shaking. We
locked the door. Ricky was under the bed, cryinge@Mom started yelling for me. |

was seven years old, and Mom wanted me to resquélbevas just beating the hell out
of her, throwing her around, kicking her, rippingrIshirt off, calling her a whore and a
slut. I didn't even know what those words meamtalked to the kitchen. | guess | was
too scared to move. He saw me and threw a beeataar. She tried to run outside, but
he caught her and tore her pants off. God, he wasghher so hard. Then he ripped off
her underwear. Her lip -was busted and there wasdotéverywhere. He threw her
outside, completely naked, and dragged her intctfeet where, of course, the neighbors
were watching. Then he laughed at her, and leftyneg there. It was horrible.”

Clint leaned forward and hung on every word. Madswspeaking in a monotone,
showing absolutely no emotion.

"When he came back to the trailer, the door waafse open, and | was waiting. | had
pulled a kitchen chair beside the door, and | datnresar took his head off with the
baseball bat. A perfect shot to his nose. | wasgrgnd scared to death, but I'll always
remember the sound of the bat crunching his faeefeli on the sofa, and | hit him once
in the stomach. | was trying to land a good oni@crotch, because | figured that would
hurt the most. Know -what | mean? | was swingikg kcrazy. | hit him once more on the
ear, and that was all she wrote."

"What happened?"” Clint snapped.

"He got up, slapped me in the face, knocked me dowssed me, then started kicking
me. | remember being so scared | couldn't fighs. filce was a bloody mess. He smelled
awful. He was growling and slapping and tearingaioghes off. | started kicking like
crazy when he pulled at my underwear, but he gantbff and threw me outside. Not a
bit of clothing. | guess he wanted me in the stva#t my mother, but about that time she
made it to the door and fell on me."

He told it all so calmly, as if he'd done it a hreditimes and the script was memorized.
No emotion, just the facts in short clipped senésnéle would look at the desk, then
stare at the door without missing a word.

"What happened?" Clint asked, almost out of breath.

"One of the neighbors had called the cops. | mgamcan hear everything in the next
trailer, so our neighbors had suffered throughwhik us. And that was not the first fight,
not by a long shot. | remember seeing blue lightthé street, and he disappeared
somewhere inside the trailer. Me and Mom got upgagck and ran inside and got



dressed. Some of the neighbors saw me naked,xthiuglried to wash the blood off
before the cops came in. My father had settled dgwite a bit, and was suddenly real
friendly with the cops. Me and Mom waited in théckien. His nose was the size of a
football, and the cops were more concerned witldus than -with me and Mom. He
called one of the cops Frankie as if they were msld here were two cops, and they got
everybody separated. Frankie took him to the bedrmocool him off. The other cop sat
with Mom at the kitchen table. This is what theyays did. | went to our room, and got
Ricky.out from under the bed. Mom told me latett the@ got real chummy with the cops,
said it was just a family fight, nothing seriousdahat most of it was my fault because I,
for no reason, had attacked him with a baseballTda cops referred to it as just another
domestic disturbance, same thing they always didcharges were filed. They took him
to the hospital, where he spent the night. Haddanthis ugly white mask for a while."

"What'd he do to you?"

"He didn't drink for a long time after that. He éggized to us, promised it would never
happen again. Sometimes he was okay when he waisiking. But then he got worse.
More beatings and all. Mom finally filed for diva¢

"And he tried to get custody-"

"Yeah. He lied in court, and he was doing a prgttgd job of it. He didn't know | was
going to testify, so he denied a bunch of it and B&om was lying about the rest. He
was real cocky and cool in court, and our dumbasgeér couldn't do anything with him.
But, when | testified and told about the basebaildnd getting my clothes ripped off,
that's when the judge had tears in his eyes. Heegbmad at my ex-father, accused him
of lying. Said he ought to throw his sorry assaihfior lying. | told him | thought that's
exactly what he should do." He paused for a second.

The sentences were a bit slower, and Mark wasdagtieam. Clint was still mesmerized.
"Of course, Hack took full credit for another ekt courtroom victory. Then he
threatened to sue Mom if she didn't pay him. Shkehbunch of bills, and he was calling
twice a week wanting the rest of his fee, so sliktbdile for bankruptcy. Then she lost
her job."

"So you've been through a divorce, and then a loghgy?"

"Yeah. The bankruptcy lawyer was a real bozo too."

"But you like Reggie?"

"Yeah. Reggie's cool."

"That's good to hear."



The phone rang, and Clint picked it up. A lawyemnfrJuvenile Court wanted some
information on a client, and the conversation deahgn. Mark left to find the hot cocoa.
He passed the conference room with pretty booksromy the walls. He found the tiny
kitchen next to the rest room.

There was a Sprite in the refrigerator, and he newged the top. Clint was amazed by his
story, he could tell. He had left out many, of td&tails, but it was all true. He was proud
of it, in a way, proud of defending his mother, dine story always amazed people.

Then the tough little kid with the baseball bat eentbered the knife attack in the elevator,
and the folded photograph of the poor, fatherlssily. He thought of his mother at the
hospital, all alone and unprotected. He was sugdszdred again.

He tried to open a package of saltines, but hisihahook and the plastic wouldn't open.
The shaking got worse and he couldn't stop it. IHeged to the floor and spilled the
Sprite.

16

The light rain had stopped in time for the rusis@tretaries who moved in hurried
groups of three and four along the damp sidewalksirsuit of lunch. The sky was gray
and the streets were wet. Clouds of mist boiledrassed behind each passing car along
Third Street. Reggie and her client turned on Madis$ier briefcase was in her left hand,
and with her right she held his hand and guidedthimough the crowd. She had places to
go and walked quickly.

From a generic white Ford van parked almost diyantfront of the Sterick Building,

Jack Nance watched and radioed ahead. When thegdton Madison and were lost
from sight, he listened. Within minutes, Cal Sisdus partner, had them and was
watching as they headed for the hospital, as egde€live minutes later, they were in the
hospital.

Nance locked the van and jaywalked across Thirdetered the Sterick Building, rode
the elevator to the second floor, and gently tuthedknob of the door with REGGIE
LOVE-LAWYER on it. It was unlocked, which was a pf&ant surprise. Eleven minutes
had passed since noon. Virtually every lawyer witiickel and dime solo practice in this
city broke for lunch and locked the office. He opérnhe door and stepped inside as a
hideous buzzer went off above his head and anndumsearrival. Dammit! He'd hoped



to enter through a locked door, something he wag pficient at, and dig through files
without being interrupted. It was easy work. Moktheese small outfits thought nothing

of security. The big firms were a different stoajthough in the off-hours Nance could
enter any one of a thousand law offices in Memphis find whatever he wanted. He'd
done it at least a dozen times. There were tw@shivam and egg lawyers did not have at
their offices-cash and security devices. They Iddkeir doors, and that was it.

A young man appeared from the back, and said, "€as.| help you?"

"Yeah," Nance said without a smile. All businessugh day. "I'm with the Times-
Picayune, you know, the paper in New Orleans. Logkor Reggie Love."

Clint stopped ten feet away. "She's not here."
"When might she return?"
"Don't know. You have any identification?"

Nance was headed for the door. "You mean, like tthite cards you lawyers throw on
the sidewalks. No, pal, | don't carry business €afth a reporter.”

"Fine. What's your name?"

"Arnie Carpentier. Tell her I'll catch her lateHé opened the door, the buzzer worked
again, and he swas gone. Not a productive visithietd met Clint and seen the front
room and reception area. The next visit would lakeger.

The ride to the ninth floor was uneventful. Redgggéd his hand, which normally -would
have irritated him but was rather comforting unither circumstances. He studied his feet
as they ascended. He was afraid to look up, affamore strangers. He squeezed her
hand.

They spilled into the lobby on the ninth floor amad taken no more than ten steps before
three people rushed them from the direction ofih#ing area. "Ms. Love! Ms. Love,"
one of them yelled. Reggie at first was startled,dripped Mark's hand tighter and kept
walking. One had a microphone, one a notepad, aaca@amera. The one with the
notepad said, "Ms. Love, just a few quick questibns

They walked faster toward the nurses' station. ¢bilmment."

"Is it true your client is refusing to cooperatdaiwihe .FBI and the police?"

"No comment," she said, looking ahead. They folldwike bloodhounds. She leaned
quickly to Mark, and said, "Don't look at them atwh't say a word."

"Is it true the U.S. attorney from New Orleans wagour office this morning?"



"No comment."

Doctors, nurses, patients, everybody vacated thiecef the hallway as Reggie and her
famous client raced along, followed by the yelpilogs.

"Did your client talk to Jerome Clifford before deed?"
She squeezed his hand harder and walked fastecdiment.”

As they neared the end of the hall, the clown whthcamera suddenly dashed in front of

them, knelt low as he backpedaled, and manageeitta ghot before he landed on his ass.
The nurses laughed. A security guard stepped faragthe nurses' station and raised his
hands at the yelpers. They had met him before.

As Reggie and Mark rounded a bend in the hall,called out, "Is it true your client
knows where Boyette is buried?"

There was a slight hesitation in her step. The Isleos jumped and the back arched, then
she was over it and she and her client were gone.

Two overweight security guards in uniform sat ifdiog chairs by Ricky's door. They
had pistols on their hips, and Mark noticed theégbssbefore anything else. One had a
newspaper, which he promptly lowered as they ambr@@d The other stood to greet
them. "Can | help you?" he asked Reggie.

"Yes. I'm the attorney for the family, and thigMark Sway, the patient's brother." She
spoke in a professional whisper as if she hadtd ta@gbe there and they didn't, so be
quick with the questions because she had things.ttDr. Greenway is expecting us,"
she said as she walked to the door and knocked &iaod behind her, staring at the
pistol, which was remarkably similar to the one pBomey had used.

The security guard returned to his seat and him@areturned to his paper. Greenway
opened the door and stepped outside, followed bayma, who had been crying. She
hugged Mark and placed her arm on his shoulder.

"He's asleep,” Greenway said quietly to ReggieMatk. "Doing much better, but very
tired."

"He was asking about you," Dianne whispered to Mark
He looked at the moist eyes and asked, "What'swtkiteer, Mom?"
"Nothing. We'll talk about it later.”

"What's happened?”



Dianne looked at Greenway, then at Reggie, théfaak. "It's nothing,"” she said.

"Your mother was fired this morning, Mark," Greerwsaid. He looked at Reggie.
"These people sent a letter by courier informingdtee'd been fired. Can you believe it?
Had it delivered to the nurses here on the nimbrfland one of them delivered it about
an hour ago."

"Let me see the letter,” Reggie said. Dianne putlém a pocket. Reggie unfolded it
and read slowly. Dianne hugged Mark, and saidl B all right, Mark. We've managed
before. I'll find another job."

Mark bit his lip and wanted to cry.

"Can | keep this?" Reggie said as she stuffedhieinbriefcase. Dianne nodded yes.
Greenway studied his watch as if he couldn't dategrthe correct time. "I'm gonna grab
a quick sandwich, and I'll be back here in twentgutes. | want to spend a couple of
hours with Ricky and Mark, alone."

Reggie glanced at her watch. "I'll be back arouna.fThere are reporters here, and |
want you to ignore them." She was talking to alé&of them.

"Yeah, just say no comment, no comment,” Mark adadgfully. "It's really fun."
Dianne missed the fun. "What do they want?"

"Everything. They've seen the newspaper. The rum@sampant. They smell a story,
and they'll do anything to get information. | sawekevision van on the street, and |
suspect they're somewhere close by. | think it ibgou stay here with Mark."
"Okay," Dianne said.

"Where's a telephone?" Reggie asked.

Greenway pointed in the direction of the nurseglat. "Come on. I'll show you."

"I'll see you guys at four, okay?" she said to Dmiand Mark. "Remember, not a word to
anyone. And stay close to this room."

She and Greenway disappeared around the bendethetg guards were half-asleep.
Mark and his mother entered the dark room andrs#t®bed. A stale doughnut caught
his attention, and he devoured it in four bites.

Reggie called her office, and Clint answered. "Yemember that lawsuit we filed last
year on behalf of Penny Patoula?" she asked s@dttkjng around for the bloodhounds.



"It was sex discrimination, wrongful discharge,dssment, the works. | think we threw
in everything. Circuit Court. Yeah, that's it. Ptle file. Change the name from Penny
Patoula to Dianne Sway. The defendant will be Adw[Fixtures. | want you to name the
president individually. His name is Chester Tanifileah, make him a defendant too, and
sue for wrongful discharge, labor violations, sbhaassment, throw in an equal rights
charge, and ask for a million or two in damagesitDow, and quickly. Prepare a
summons, and a check for the filing fee. Run owdhé courthouse and file it. I'll be
there in about thirty minutes to pick it up, sotyuf'll personally deliver it to Mr.

Tanfill."

She hung up and thanked the nearest nurse. Theaepwere loitering near the soft
drink machine, but she was through the door tstaewell before they saw her.

Ark-Lon Fixtures was a series of metal-connecteittings on a street of such structures
in a minimum wage industrial park near the airpdhte front building was a faded

orange in color, and expansion had taken placegarnyalirection except toward the street.
The newer additions were of the same general aathite but with different shades of
orange. Trucks waited near a loading dock in tlae. en enclosed chain-link fence
protected rolls of steel and aluminum.

Reggie parked near the front in a space reservedditors. She held her briefcase, and
opened the door. A chesty woman with black hairafahg cigarette ignored her and
listened to the phone stuck in her ear. Reggiedst@dore her, waiting impatiently. The
room was dusty, dirty, and clouded -with blue cigisr smoke. Matted pictures of
beagles adorned the walls. Half the fluorescehtdigvere out.

"May | help you?" the receptionist asked as sheelewd the phone.

"l need to see Chester Tanfill."

"He's in a meeting."

"I know. He's a very busy man, but | have somettfandiim."

The receptionist placed the phone on the desle€'l And what might that be?"

"It's really none of your business. | need to shedter Tanfill. It's urgent.”

This really pissed her off. The nameplate decléweto be Louise Chenault. "I don't care
how urgent it is, ma'am. You can't just barge irerend demand to see the president of
this company."

"This company is a sweatshop, and I've just sufad itvo million bucks. And I've also

sued Chester boy for a couple of million, and kttirig you to find his sorry ass and get
him out here immediately."



Louise jumped to her feet and backed away fronddsk. "Are you some kind of
lawyer?"

Reggie pulled the lawsuit and the summons fronbtiefcase. She looked at it, ignored
Louise, and said, "l am indeed a lawyer. And | nieeskerve these papers on Chester.
Now, find him. If he's not here in five minutedl, &mend it and ask for five million in
dam-ages."

Louise bolted from the room and ran through a dbable doors. Reggie waited a
second, then followed. She walked through a rodledfwith tacky, cramped cubicles.
Cigarette smoke seemed to ooze from every opemimgcarpet was ancient shag and
badly worn. She caught a glimpse of Louise's raumap darting into a door on the right,
and she followed.

Chester Tanfill was in the process of standing fethis desk when Reggie barged in.
Louise was speechless. "You can leave now," Reggacerudely. "I'm Reggie Love,
attorney-at-law," she said, glaring at Chester.

"Chester Tanfill," he said without offering a hai@&he wouldn't have taken it. "This is a
bit rude, Ms. Love."

"The name is Reggie, okay, Chester? Tell Louidedue."

He nodded and Louise gladly left, closing the daeinind her.

"What do you want?" he snapped. He was wiry andhigauound fifty, with a spotted
face and puffy eyes partially hidden behind wiresried glasses. A drinking problem,
she thought. The clothes were Sears or Penneg$ddk was turning dark red.

She threw the lawsuit and the summons on his dBskserving you with this lawsuit."

He smirked at it, a man unafraid of lawyers andrthames. "For what?"

"l represent Dianne Sway. You fired her this mogniand we're suing you this afternoon.
How's that for swift justice?"

Chester's eyes narrowed and he looked at the Iaagain. "You're kidding."

"You're a fool if you think I'm kidding. It's alight there, Chester. Wrongful discharge,
sexual harassment, the works. A couple of milllmdamages. | file these things all the
time. | must say, however, that this is one oftibst I've seen. This poor woman has
been at the hospital for two days with her son. dtetor says she cannot leave his
bedside. In fact, he's called here and explainegdihetion, but no, you assholes fire her
for missing work. | can't wait to explain this tquay."



It sometimes took Chester's lawyer two days tornetuphone call, and this woman,
Dianne Sway, files a full-blown lawsuit within hauof being terminated. He slowly
picked up the papers and studied the front patje.fdmed personally?" he asked as if
his feelings were hurt.

"You fired her, Chester. Don't worry though, whhke jury returns a verdict against you
individually, you can simply file for bankruptcy."

Chester pulled his chair under him and carefultydeavn. "Please, sit,” he said, waving
at a chair.

"No thanks. Who's your attorney?"

"Uh, jeez, uh, Findley and Baker. But just wait eaute. Let me think about this." He
flipped the page and scanned the pleadings. "Séuabsment?”

"Yeah, that's a fertile field these days. Seenth@sgh one of your supervisors has put
the move on my client. Always suggesting thingy tmght do in the rest room during
lunch. Always telling dirty jokes. Lots of cruddkalt'll all come out at trial. Who should
| call at Findley and Baker?"

"Just wait a minute." He nipped the pages, thahtlz@m on the desk. She stood next to
his desk, glaring down. He rubbed his templesofi‘dneed this."

"Neither did my client."
"What does she want?"

"A little dignity. You run a sweatshop here. Yowepron single working mothers who can
barely feed their children on what you pay. Theyr afford to complain.”

He was rubbing his eyes now. "Skip the lectureyokgust don't need this. There could,
well, there might be some trouble at the top."

"l couldn't care less about you and your troub@sester. A copy of this lawsuit will be
hand-delivered to the Memphis Press this afternaod,|'m sure it'll run tomorrow. The
Sways are getting more than their share of inketluzgy/s."

"What does she want?" he asked again.

"Are you trying to bargain?"

"Maybe. | don't think you can win this case, Msvepbut | don't need the headache."

"It'll be more than a headache, | promise. She mak& hundred dollars a month, and
takes home around six-fifty. That's eleven thoudaunks a year, and | promise your



legal costs on this lawsuit will run five times tmauch. I'll obtain access to your
personnel records. I'll take the depositions oéotemale employees. I'll open up your
financial books. I'll subpoena all your recordsdAhnl see anything the least bit improper,
I'll notify the Equal Employment Opportunity Comrsiisn, the National Labor Relations
Board, the IRS, OSHA, and anybody else who mighhterested. I'll make you lose
sleep, Chester. You'll wish a thousand times yalntdired my client.”

He slapped the table with both palms. "What doeswsmnt, dammit!"

Reggie picked up her briefcase and walked to tloe.d&he wants her job. A raise would
be nice, say from six bucks an hour to nine, if gan spare it. And if you can't, then do
it anyway. Transfer her to another section, awaynfthe dirty supervisor.”

Chester listened carefully. This was not too bad.

"She'll be in the hospital for a few weeks. Shelbilks, so | want the payroll checks to
keep coming. In fact, Chester, | want the payrb#aks delivered to the hospital, just like
you clowns delivered her termination letter thisrmiog. Every Friday, | want the check
delivered. Okay?"

He slowly nodded yes.

"You have thirty days to answer the lawsuit. If ymehave and do as | say, I'll dismiss it
on the thirtieth day. You have my word. You domivé to tell your lawyers about it. Is it
a deal?"

"Deal."

Reggie opened the door. "Oh, and send some floRexem 943. A card would be nice.
In fact, send some fresh flowers every week. Okdgster?"

He was still nodding.
She slammed the door and left the grungy corpaféites of Ark-Lon Fixtures.

Mark and Ricky sat on the end of the foldaway bedl l@aoked up into the bearded and
intense face of Dr. Greenway less than two feelyaRacky wore a pair of Mark's hand-
me-down pajamas with a blanket draped over hisldeosl He was cold, as usual, and
scared, and uncertain about this first ventureobhis bed, even though it was inches
away. And he preferred his mother to be presenthaudoctor had gently insisted on
talking to the boys by themselves. -Greenway hadispimost twelve hours now trying
to win Ricky's confidence. He sat close to hishmgther, who was bored with this little
chat before it started.

The shades were pulled, the lights were dim, tbenravas dark except for a small lamp
on a table by the bathroom. Greenway leaned forwattdhis elbows on his knees.



"Now, Ricky, | would like to talk about the otheaylwhen you and Mark went to the
woods for a smoke. Okay?"

This frightened Ricky. How did Greenway know thegressmoking? Mark leaned over
an inch or two and said, "It's okay, Ricky. I'vesaldy told them about it. Mom's not mad
at us."

"Do you remember going for a smoke?" Green-way éske

Slowly, he nodded his head yes. "Yes sir."

"Why don't you tell me what you remember about gad Mark in the woods smoking a
cigarette."

He pulled the blanket tighter around him and krebitavith his hands at his stomach.
"I'm really cold," he muttered, his teeth chattgrin

"Ricky, the temperature is almost seventy-eightreleg in here. And you've got the
blanket and flannel pajamas. Try and think aboutd®arm, okay?"

He tried but it didn't help. Mark gently placed hisn around Ricky's shoulder, and this
seemed to help.

"Do you remember smoking a cigarette?"

"I think so. Uh-huh."

Mark glanced up at Greenway, then at Ricky.

"Okay. Do you remember seeing the big black camahpulled up in the grass?"

Ricky suddenly stopped shaking and stared at ttoe.fHe mumbled the word "Yes," and
that would be his last word for twenty-four hours.

"And what did the big black car do when you firatsit?"

The mention of the cigarette had scared him, birttage of the black car and the fear it
brought were simply too much. He bent over at thestvand placed his head on Mark's
knee. His eyes were shut tightly, and he beganisgbbut with no tears.

Mark rubbed his hair, and repeated, "It's okaykiRiét's okay. We need to talk about it."
Greenway was unmoved. He crossed his bony legsaatthed his beard. He had

expected this, and had warned Mark and Diannethisafirst little session would not be
productive. But it was very important.



"Ricky, listen to me," he said in a childlike voic®icky, it's okay. | just want to talk to
you. Okay, Ricky."

But Ricky had had enough therapy tor one aay. Katéo curl under the blanket, and
Mark knew the thumb could not be far behind. Gremypwodded at him as if all was well.
He stood, carefully lifted Ricky, and placed hinthe bed.
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Wally Boxx stopped the van in heavy traffic on Ca8tpeet, and ignored the horns and
fingers as his boss and Fink and the FBI agenteraaylick exit onto the sidewalk in
front of the Federal Building. Foltrigg walked inmpantly up the steps with his entourage
behind. In the lobby, a couple of bored reportecognized him and began asking
guestions, but he was all business and had nobuhgmiles and no comments.

He entered the offices of the United States Attpifioe the Southern District of

Louisiana, and the secretaries sprang to life ddsgned space in the building was a vast
suite of small offices connected by hallways, arde open areas where the clerical staff
performed, and smaller rooms where cubicles allogsaede privacy for law clerks and
paralegals. In all, forty-seven assistant U.S.raégs labored here under the commands
of Reverend Roy. Another thirty-eight underlingewéd through the drudgery and
paperwork and boring research and tedious attettiomndless details, all in an effort to
protect the legal interests of Roy's client, thetéthStates of America.

The largest office of course belonged to Foltrigyadl it was richly decorated with heavy
wood and deep leather. Whereas most lawyers alemselves only one ego wall with
pictures and plaques and awards and certificateRdtary Club memberships, Roy had
covered no less than three of his with framed piragohs and yellow fill-in-the-blank
attendance diplomas from a hundred judicial comfegs. He threw his jacket on the
burgundy leather sofa, and headed directly fonthe library, where a meeting awaited
him.

He had called six times during the five-hour tripnh Memphis. There had been three
faxes. Six assistants were waiting around a tHott-oak conference table covered with
open law books and countless legal pads. All jacketre off and all sleeves rolled up.



He said hello to the group and took a chair actmder of the table. They each had a
copy of a summarization of the FBI's findings inmjghis. The note, the fingerprints, the
gun, everything. There was nothing new Foltrigdrimk could tell them except that
Gronke was in Memphis, and this was irrelevanhis group.

"What do you have, Bobby?" Foltrigg asked dramdticas if the future of the

American legal system rested upon Bobby and whateyé&ad uncovered in his research.
Bobby was the dean of the assistants, a thirtyytear-veteran who hated courtrooms but
loved libraries. In times of crisis when answerseuweeeded for complex questions, they
all turned to Bobby.

He rubbed his thick gray hair and adjusted his wieewould be through with the likes
of Roy Foltrigg. He'd seen a dozen of them comegmadnost never heard from again.
"Well, | think we've narrowed it down," he said,damost of them smiled. He began
every report with the same line. To Bobby, legakgech was a game of clearing away
the piles of debris heaped upon even the simpfassoes, and narrowing the focus to
that which is quickly grasped by judges and juri&gerything got narrowed down when
Bobby handled the research.

"There are two avenues, neither very attractiveobetor both might work. First, |
suggest the Juvenile Court approach in MemphiseUtite Tennessee Youth Code, a
petition can be filed with the Juvenile Court aifegcertain misconduct by the child.
There are various categories of-wrongdoing, ang#tgion must classify the child as
either a delinquent or a child in need of supeovisA hearing is held, the Juvenile Court
judge hears the proof and makes a determinatiém\&bkat happens to the child. The
same can be done for abused or neglected chilemne procedure, same court.”

"Who can file the petition?" Foltrigg asked.

"Well, the statute is very broad, and | think &'terrible flaw in the law. But it plainly
sayS that a petition can be filed by, and | quaigy interested party.' End of quote.”

"Can that be us?"

"Maybe. It depends on what we allege in our petitidnd here's the sticky part-we must
allege the kid has done, or is doing, somethingwyyeiolating the law in some way.
And the only violation even remotely touching tkid's behavior is, of course,
obstruction of justice. So we must allege thinggeveot sure of, such as the kid's
knowledge of where the body is. This could be ¥jdince we're not certain."

"The kid knows where the body is," Foltrigg saitlfy. Fink studied some notes and
pretended not to hear, but the other six repe&ieavords to themselves. Did Foltrigg
know things he hadn't yet told them? There wasugeas this apparent statement of fact
settled in around the table.

"Have you told us everything?" Bobby asked, glag@hhis cohorts.



"Yes," Foltrigg replied. "But I'm telling you thadkknows. It's my gut feeling."

Typical Foltrigg. Creating facts with his guts, axpecting those under him to follow on
faith.

Bobby continued. "A Juvenile Court summons is seéwe the child's mother, and a
hearing is held within seven days. The child masteha lawyer, and | understand one
has already been obtained. The child has a righe tat the hearing and may testify if he
so chooses." Bobby wrote something on his legal 'fradnkly, this is the quickest way
to get the kid to talk."

"What if he refuses to talk on the witness stand?"

"Very good question,” Bobby said like a professangering a first-year law student. "It
is completely discretionary with the judge. If wat jpn a good case and convince the
judge the kid knows something, he has the authtwityrder the kid to talk. If the kid
refuses, he may be in contempt of court.”

"Let's say he's in contempt. What happens then?"

"Difficult to say at this point. He's only eleveears old, but the judge could, as a last
resort, incarcerate him."

"In other words, until he talks."

It was so easy to spoon-feed Foltrigg. "That igexir Mind you, this would be the most
drastic course the judge could take. We have yindoany precedent for the
incarceration of an eleven-year-old child for comp¢ of court. We haven't checked all
fifty states, but we've covered most of them."

"It won't go that far,"” Foltrigg predicted calmijf we file a petition as an interested
party, serve the kid's mother with papers, dradittlis butt into court with his lawyer in
tow, then I think he'll be so scared he'll tell wha knows. What about you, Thomas?"

"Yeah, | think it'll work. And what if it doesn't®hat's the downside?"

"There's little risk," Bobby explained. "All JuvéaiCourt proceedings are closed. We
can even ask that the petition be kept under lockkay. If it's dismissed initially for

lack of standing or whatever, no one will knowlfitve proceed to the hearing and A, the
kid talks but doesn't know anything, or B, the jadgfuses to make him talk, then we
haven't lost anything. And C, if the kid talks adifear or under threat of contempt, then
we've gotten what we wanted. Assuming the kid knal@ut Boyette."

"He knows," Foltrigg said.



"The plan would not be so attractive if the prodegd were made public. We would look
weak and desperate if we lost. It could, in my apinseriously undermine our chances
at trial here in New Orleans if we try this and,fand if it's in some way publicized."

The door opened and Wally Boxx, fresh from haviagcessfully parked the van, catered
and seemed irritated that they had proceeded witiiou He sat next to Foltrigg.

"But you're certain it can be done in private?"kasked.

"That's what the law says. | don't know how theplgjt in Memphis, but the
confidentiality is explicit in the code sectionséFe are even penalties for disclosure.”

"We'll need local counsel, someone in Ord's offi€altrigg said to Fink as if the
decision had already been made. Then he turndektgroup. "I like the sound of this.
Right now the kid and his lawyer are probably timgkit's all over. This will be a wake-
up call. They'll know we're serious. They'll kndwey're headed for court. We'll make it
plain to his lawyer that we'll not rest until wevieathe truth from the kid. | like this. Little
downside risk. It'll take place three hundred mitesn here, away from these morons
with cameras we have around here. If we try itfandno big deal. No one will know. |
like the idea of no cameras and no reporters." &les@d as if deep in thought, the field
marshal surveying the plains, deciding where taldes tanks.

To everyone except Boxx and Foltrigg, the humadhia was delicious. The idea of the
reverend plotting strategies that did not includmeras was unheard of. He, of course,
did not realize it. He bit his lip and nodded hesat. Yes, yes, this was the best course.
This would work.

Bobby cleared his throat. "There is one other fdssipproach, and | don't like it but it's
-worth mentioning. A real long shot. If you assuitine kid knows-"

"He knows."

"lhank you. Assuming tnis, ana assuming ne nasi@edfn his lawyer, there is the
possibility of a federal indictment against her dastruction of justice. | don't have to tell
you the difficulty in piercing the attorney-clieptivilege; it's virtually impossible. The
indictment would, of course, be used to sort ofest¢eer into cutting some deal. | don't
know. As 1 said, a real long shot."

Foltrigg chewed on this for a second, but his mirad still churning over the first plan
and it simply couldn't digest the second.

"A conviction might be difficult,” Fink said.
"Yep," Bobby agreed. "But a conviction would notthe goal. She would be indicted

here, a long way from home, and | think it woulddugte intimidating. Lots of bad press.
Couldn't keep this one quiet, you know. She'd beef to hire a lawyer. We could string



it out for months, you know, the works. You miglkiea consider obtaining the
indictment, keeping it sealed, breaking the newsetg and offering some deal in return
for its dismissal. Just a thought.”

"I like it," Foltrigg said to no one's surprise hiad the stench of the government's
jackboot, and these strategies always appealeiditd’And we can always dismiss the
indictment anytime we want."

Ah yes! The Roy Foltrigg special. Get the indictmédmld the press conference, beat the
defendant to the ground with all sorts of threaits,the deal, then quietly dismiss the
indictment a year later. He'd done it a hundreeé$inm seven years. He'd also eaten a few
of his specials when the defendant and/or his langfesed to deal and insisted on a trial.
When this happened Foltrigg was always too busly mibre important prosecutions, and
the file was thrown at one of the younger assistamho invariably got his ass kicked.
Invariably, Foltrigg placed the blame squarely loa assistant. He'd even fired one for
losing the trial brought about by a Roy Foltrigegsial.

"That's Plan B, okay, on hold for right now," hédsaery much in control. "Plan A is to
file a petition in Juvenile Court first thing tormow morning. How long will it take to
prepare it?"

"An hour," answered Tank Mozingo, a burly assistaitih the ponderous name of
Thurston Alomar Mozingo, thus known simply as Tahke petition is set out in the
code. We simply add the allegations and fill in ltenks."

"Get it done." He turned to Fink. "Thomas, youdhldle this. Get on the phone to Ord
and ask him to help us. Fly to Memphis tonightanivthe petition filed first thing in the
morning, after you talk to the judge. Tell him havgent this is." Papers shuffled around
the table as the research group began cleaningggs. Their work was over. Fink took
notes as Boxx darted for a legal pad. Foltrigg sgkferth instructions like King
Solomon dictating to his scribes. "Ask the judgedn expedited hearing. Explain how
much pressure is behind this. Ask for complete idenfiality, including the closing of
the petition and all other pleadings. Stress s, understand. I'll be sitting by the
phone in case I'm needed.”

Bobby was buttoning his cuffs. "Look, Roy, thessnething else we need to mention."
"What is it?"

"We're playing hardball with this kid. Let's notrdet the danger he's in. Muldanno is
desperate. There are reporters everywhere. A leakdnd a leak there, and the mob

could silence tne Kid beiore ne tauts. There'd atlstake."

Roy flashed a confident smile. "I know that, Boblyyfact, Muldanno's already sent his
boys to Memphis. The FBI up there is tracking thand they're also watching the boy.



Personally, | don't think Muldanno's stupid enotmlry something, but we're not taking
chances." Roy stood and smiled around the roomodGwork, men. | appreciate it."

They mumbled their thank-yous and left the library.

On the fourth floor of the Radisson Hotel in dowmtoMemphis, two blocks from the
Sterick Building and five blocks from St. PetePsul Gronke played a monotonous
game of gin rummy with Mack Bono, a Muldanno grfrotn New Orleans. A heavily
marked score sheet was on the floor under the,tablndoned. They had been playing
for a dollar a game, but now no one cared. Grorgtees were on the bed. His shirt was
unbuttoned. Heavy cigarette smoke clung to thencgilThey were drinking bottled
water-because it was not yet five, but almost,\@hen the magic hour hit they'd call
room service. Gronke checked his watch. He lookealigh the window at the buildings
across Union Avenue. He played a card. Gronke vedsl@hood friend of Muldanno's, a
most trusted partner in many of his dealings. Haexha few bars and a tourist tee-shirt
shop in the Quarter. He'd broken his share of éegishad helped the Blade do the same.
He did not know where Boyd Boyette was buried, b@dvasn't about to ask, but if he
pressed hard his friend would probably tell himeykwere very close.

Gronke was in Memphis because the Blade had chaitedAnd he was bored as hell
sitting in this hotel room playing cards with higgs off, drinking water and eating
sandwiches, smoking Camels and waiting for the meote by an eleven-year-old kid.

Across the double beds, an open door led to therner. It, too, had two beds and a
cloud of smoke whirling around the ceiling veneckl Nance stood in the window
watching the rush-hour traffic leave downtown. Alicaand a cellular phone stood ready
on a nearby table. Any minute Cal Sisson would fcaih the hospital with the
latest.about Mark Sway. A thick briefcase was opemne bed, and Nance in his
boredom had spent most of the afternoon playing tig bugging devices.

He had a plan to drop a bug in Room 943. He haadl thexlawyer's office, absent of
special locks on the door, absent of cameras oadrfasent of any security devices.
Typical lawyer. Wiring it would be easy. Cal Sisdwad visited the doctor's office and
found pretty much the same. A receptionist at atfdesk. Sofas and chairs for the
patients to wait for their shrink. A couple of draffices down a hall. No special security.
The client, this clown who liked to be called thiad, had approved the wiring of the
telephones in both the doctor's and lawyer's affiteealso wanted files copied. Easy
work. He also wanted a bug planted in Ricky's roBasy work too, but the difficult part
was receiving the transmission once the bug wataite. Nance was working on this.

As far as Nance was concerned, it was simply agdllaxice job, nothing more or less.
The client was paying top aouar in cas h . n net@eha cimu it was easy. If he wanted to
eavesdrop, no problem as long as he was paying.

But Nance had read the newspapers. And he had tieavehispers in the room next
door. There was more here than simple surveillaBoeken legs and arms were not



being discussed over gin rummy. These guys werelyleand Gronke had already
mentioned calling New Orleans for more help.

Cal Sisson was ready to bolt. He was fresh off atioh, and another conviction would
send him back for decades. A conviction for corapirto commit murder would send
him away for life. Nance had convinced him to hixdght for one more day.

The cellular phone rang. It was Sisson. The laywy&rarrived at the hospital. Mark
Sway's in Room 943 with his mother and lawyer.

Nance placed the phone on the table and walkedhetother room.

"Who was it?" Gronke asked with a Camel in his rhout

"Cal. Kid's still at the hospital, now with his nhet and his lawyer."

"Where's the doctor?"

"He left an hour ago." Nance walked to the dreaserpoured a glass of water.
"Any sign of the feds?" Gronke grunted.

"Yeah. Same two are hanging around the hospitahdtie same thing we are, | guess.
The hospital's keeping two security guards by thar dand another one close by."

"You think the kid told them about meeting me tmsrning?" Gronke asked for the
hundredth time that day.

"He told someone. Why else would they suddenlyaurd his room with security
guards?”

"Yeah, but the security guards are not fibbies tlaeg? If he'd told the fibbies, then
they'd be sitting in the hall, don't you think?"

"Yeah." This conversation had been repeated thrautgihe day. Who did the kid tell?
Why were there suddenly guards by the door? Andmahon. Gronke couldn't get
enough of it.

Despite his arrogance and street-punk posturesdmaead to be a man of patience. Nance
figured it went with the territory. Killers had tee cold-blooded and patient.
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They left the hospital in her mazda, his first ride sports car. The seats were leather
but the floor was dirty. The car was not new, bwas cool, with a stick shift that she
worked like a veteran race car driver. She saidikbd to drive fast, which was fine with
Mark. They darted through traffic as they left db@mn and headed east. It was almost
dark. The radio was on but barely audible, someskdtlon specializing in easy listening.

Ricky was awake when they left. He was staringaatioons but saying little. A sad little

tray of hospital food sat on the table, untouchgeither Ricky or Dianne. Mark had not
seen his mother eat three bites in two days. Hedety for her sitting there on the bed,

staring at Ricky, worrying herself to death. Thevadrom Reggie about the job and the
raise had made her smile. Then it made her cry.

Mark was sick of the crying and the cold peas &weddiark, cramped room, and he felt
guilty for leaving but was delighted to be herehis sports car headed, he hoped, for a
plate of hot, heavy food with warm bread. Clint maentioned inside-out ravioli and
spinach lasagna, and for some reason visions sé theh, meaty dishes had stuck in his
mind. Maybe there would be a cake and some cooRigsf Momma Love served green
Jell-O, he might throw it at her.

He thought of these things as Reggie thought ofghtgiled. Her eyes went from the
traffic to the mirror, and back again. She drovemtoo fast, zipping between cars and
changing lanes, which didn't bother Mark one bit.

"You think Mom and Ricky are safe?" he asked, wiaighhe cars in front.

"Yes. Don't worry about them. The hospital promise#leep guards at the door." She
had talked to George Ord, her new pal, and expldee concern about the safety of the
Sway family. She did not mention any specific thsethough Ord had asked. The family
was getting unwanted attention, she had explained. of rumors and gossip, most of it
generated by a frustrated media. Ord had talkédcfbhune, then called her back and
said the FBI would stay close to the room, butafigight. She thanked him.

Ord and McThune were amused by it. The FBI alrdemty people in the hospital. Now
they had been invited.

She suddenly turned to the right at an intersectiod the tires squealed. Mark chuckled,
and she laughed as though it was all fun but leenath was flipping. They were on a
smaller street with old homes and large oaks.



"This is my neighborhood," she said. It was cefyamcer than his. They turned again, to
another narrower street where the houses wereesnbalt still two and three stories tall
with deep lawns and manicured hedgerows.

"Why do you take your clients home?" he asked.

"l don't know. Most of my clients are children wbome from awful homes. | feel sorry
for them, | guess. | get attached to them."

"Do you feel sorry for me?"

"A litde. But you're lucky, Mark, very lucky. Youalwe a mother who's a good woman
and who loves you very much."

"Yeah, | guess so. What time is it?"
"Almost six. Why?"

Mark thought a second and counted the hours. "Hortg hours ago Jerome Clifford
shot himself. | wish we'd simply run away when \a&sis car.”

"Why didn't you?"

"l don't know. It was like | just had to do someitpionce | realized what was going on. |
couldn't run away. He was about to die, and | ¢gastidn't ignore it. Something kept
pulling me to his car. Ricky was crying and begging to stop, but | just couldn't. This is
all my fault."

"Maybe, but you can't change it, Mark. It's dorfghe glanced at her mirror and saw
nothing.

"Do you think we're gonna be okay? | mean, Ricky are and Mom? When this is all
over, will things be like they were?"

She slowed and turned into a narrow driveway lwéd thick, untrimmed hedges.
"Ricky will be fine. It might take time, but helde all right. Kids are tough, Mark. | see it
every day."

"What about me?"

"Everything will work out, Mark. Just trust me." &iMazda stopped beside a large two-
story house with a porch around the front ot ituss aim HUWCLS grew to the
windows. lvy covered one end of the porch.

"Is this your house?" he asked, almost in awe.



"My parents bought it fifty-three years ago, tharbefore | was born. This is where |
grew up. My daddy died when | was fifteen, but Moanbove, bless her heart, is still
here."

"You call her Momma Love?"

"Everyone calls her Momma Love. She's almost eigdatig in better shape than me." She
pointed to a garage straight ahead, behind theeh8¥su see those three windows
above the garage? That's where | live."

Like the house, the garage needed a good coairdgfgathe trim. Both were old and
handsome, but there were weeds in the flower bedggass growing in the cracks of the
driveway.

They entered through a side door, and the aronma tine kitchen hit Mark hard. He was
suddenly starving. A small woman with gray haigitight ponytail and dark eyes met
them and hugged Reggie.

"Momma Love, meet Mark Sway," Reggie said, wavihgim. He and Momma Love
were exactly the same height, and she gently hugmednd pecked him on the cheek.
He stood stiff, uncertain how to greet a strangétgiyear-old woman.

"Nice to meet you, Mark," she said in his face. Meice was strong and sounded much
like Reggie's. She took his arm and led him tokitehen table. "Have a seat right here,
and I'll get you something to drink."”

Reggie grinned at him as if to say "Just do assalye because you have no choice." She
hung her umbrella on a rack behind the door arntiHar briefcase on the floor.

The kitchen was small and cluttered with cabinats shelves along three walls. Steam
rose from the gas stove. A wooden table with fdwairs sat squarely in the center of the
room with pots and pans hanging from a beam alioVée kitchen was warm and
created instant hunger.

Mark took the nearest chair and watched Momma lsoe®t around, grabbing a glass
from the cabinet, opening the refrigerator, fillithge glass with ice, pouring tea from a
pitcher.

Reggie kicked off her shoes and swas stirring sbingtin a pot on the stove. She and
Momma Love chatted back and forth, the usual reubihhow the day went and who'd
called. A cat stopped at Mark's chair and examhied

"That's Axle,” Momma Love said as she served thdeéa -with a cloth napkin. "She's
seventeen years old, and very gentle.”

Mark drank the tea and left Axle alone. He wasfont of cats.



"How's your little brother?" Momma Love asked.

"He's doing much better," he said, and suddenlydeoed how much Reggie had told her
mother. Then he relaxed. If Clint knew very litldpmma Love probably knew even
less. He took another sip. She -waited for a loagesiver. "He started talking today."

"That's wonderful!" she exclaimed with a huge spalied patted him on the shoulder.

Reggie poured her tea from a different pitcher, @octored it with sweetener and lemon.
She sat across from Mark at the table, and Axlggarinto her lap. She sipped tea,
rubbed t h e cat, an d began slowly removing heeljy. She was tired.

"Are you hungry?" Momma Love asked, suddenly dgréiround the kitchen, opening
the oven, stirring the pot, closing a drawer.

"Yes ma'am."

"It's so nice to hear a young man with manners"ssid as she stopped for a second and
smiled at him. "Most of Reggie's kids have no masnkehaven't heard a 'yes ma'am'’ in
this house in years." Then she was off again, ipiat a pan and placing it in the sink.

Reggie winked at him. "Mark's been eating hospdat! for three days, Momma Love,
so he wants to know what you're cooking."

"It's a surprise,” she said, opening the oven atehsing a thick aroma of meat and
cheese and tomatoes. "But | think you'll like itaid."

He was certain he would like it. Reggie winked iat hgain as she twisted her head and
removed a set of small diamond earrings. The pijewelry in front of her now included
half a dozen bracelets, two rings, a necklace,tahwand the earrings. Axle was
watching it too. Momma Love was suddenly hackinguawith a large knife on a cutting
board. She whirled around and laid a basket ofdydeat and buttery, in front of him. "I
bake bread every Wednesday," she said, pattinghleiglder again, then off to the stove.

Mark grabbed the biggest slice and took a biteal$ soft and warm, unlike any bread
he'd eaten. The butter and garlic melted instaontlhis tongue.

"Momma Love is full-blooded Italian,” Reggie sa#toking Axle. "Both her parents
were born in

Italy and immigrated to this country in 1902. I'aifHtalian.”
"Who was Mr. Love?" Mark asked, chomping away, é&utin his lips and fingers.

"A Memphis boy. They were married when she wassint"



"Seventeen,” Momma Love corrected her without ngraround.

Momma Love was now setting the table with plates flatware. Reggie and her jewelry
were in the sway, so she gathered it all up ankddcand nudged Axle to the floor.
"When do we eat, Momma Love?" she asked.

“In a minute."

“I'm going to run and change clothes," she saideAat on Mark's foot and rubbed the
back of her head on his shin.

"I'm very sorry about your little brother,” Momma\e said, glancing at the door to
make sure Reggie was indeed gone.

Mark swallowed a mouthful of bread and wiped hisuthawvith the napkin. "He'll be
okay. We've got good doctors."”

"And you've got the best lawyer in the world," siaed sternly with no smile. She waited
for verification.

"We sure do," Mark said slowly.

She nodded her approval and started for the siltkat on earth did you boys see out
there?"

Mark sipped his tea and stared at the gray ponyithis could be a long night with plenty
of questions. It would be best to stop it now. "gegold me not to talk about it." He bit
into another piece of bread.

"Oh, Reggie always says that. £5ut you can taikhéo All her kids do."

In the last forty-nine hours, he'd learned muchualiterrogation. Keep the other guy on
his heels. When the questions get old, dish oatadf your own. "How often does she
bring a kid home?"

She slid the pot off the burner, and thought aseéctMaybe twice a month. She wants
them to eat good food, so she brings them to Morova's. Sometimes they spend the
night. One little girl stayed a month. She was sifuh Name was Andrea. The court
took her away from her parents because they wess Sarshipers, doing animal
sacrifices and all that mess. She was so sad.iv&teUpstairs here in Reggie's old
bedroom, and she cried when she had to leave. Bngkeeart too. | told Reggie 'No
more kids' after that. But Reggie does what Reggiets. She really likes you, you
know."

"What happened to Andrea?"



"Her parents got her back. | pray for her every. dayyou go to church?"
"Sometimes."
"Are you a good Catholic?"

"No. It's a little, well, I'm not sure what kind ohurch it is. But it's not Catholic. Baptist,
| think. We go every now and then."

Momma Love listened to this with deep concernjligripuzzled by the fact that he
wasn't sure what kind of church he attended.

"Maybe | should take you to my church. St. Lukk's.a beautiful church. Catholics
know how to build beautiful churches, you know."

He nodded but could think of nothing to say. Ihesl, she'd forgotten about churches
and was back to the stove, opening the oven dabstmying the dish with the
concentration of Dr. Greenway. She mumbled to liieasel it was obvious she was
pleased.

"Go wash your hands, Mark, right down the hall ¢hé3ads nowadays don't wash their
hands enough. Go along." Mark crammed the lastabibgead into his mouth and
followed Axle to the bathroom.

When he returned, Reggie was seated at the téipf@ngf through a stack of mail. The
bread basket had been replenished. Momma Love dpgkeaeven and pulled out a deep
dish covered with aluminum foil. "It's lasagna,"dgee said to him with a trace of
anticipation.

Momma Love launched into a brief history of thehdighile she cut it into sections and
dug out great hunks with a large spoon. Steam db@iten the pan. "The recipe has been
in my family for centuries," she said, staring adrMas if he cared about the lasagna's
pedigree. He wanted it on his plate. "Came ovenftioe old country. | could bake it for
my daddy when | was ten years old." Reggie rolleddyes a bit and winked at Mark. "It
has four layers, each with a different cheese."@vered their plates with perfect
squares of it. The four different cheeses ran tagednd oozed from the thick pasta.

The phone on the countertop rang, and Reggie argw&b0 on and eat, Mark, if you
want,” Momma Love said as she majestically seplate in front of him. She nodded at
Reggie's back. "She might talk forever." Reggie lsening and talking softly into the
phone. It was obvious they were not supposed to hea

Mark cut a huge bite with his fork, blew on it justough to knock off the steam, and
carefully raised it to his mouth.



Momma Love watched and waited. She'd poured hesssdttond glass of wine, and held
it halfway between the table and her lips as shieeddor a response to her great-
grandmother's secret recipe.

"It's great," he said, going for the second bifeist great.” His only experience with
lasagna had been a year or so earlier when hisambé#d pulled a plastic tray from the
microwave and served it for dinner. Swanson's fippe something like that. He
remembered a rubbery taste, nothing like this.

"You like it,” Momma Love said, taking a sip of h&me,
He nodded with a mouthful, and this pleased hee.t8bk a small bite.

Reggie hung up and turned to the table. "Gottadawntown. The cops just picked up
Ross Scott for shoplifting again. He's in jail enyifor his mother, but they can't find
her."

"How long will you be gone?" Mark asked, his fotkls

"Couple of hours. You finish eating and visit witomma Love. I'll take you to the
hospital later." She patted his shoulder, and #ienwas out the door.

Momma Love was silent until she heard Reggie'stat, then she said, "What on earth
did you boys see out there?"

Mark took a bite, chewed forever as she waited) thek a long drink of tea. "Nothing.
How do you make this stuff? It's great."

"Well, it's an old recipe."

She sipped the wine, and rattled on tor ten minaibesit the sauce. Then the cheeses.
Mark didn't hear a word.

He finished the peach cobbler and ice cream whitecteared the table and loaded the
dishwasher. He thanked her again, said it wasidaidor the tenth time, and stood with
an aching stomach. He'd been sitting for an houm@r at the trailer was usually a ten-
minute affair. Most of the time they ate microwameals on trays in front of the
television. Dianne was too tired to cook.

Momma Love admired his empty bowl, and sent hirtheoden while she finished
cleaning. The TV was color, but without remote cohtNo cable. A large family portrait
hung above the sofa. He noticed it, then walkedesldt was an old photograph of the
Love family, matted and framed by thick, curly woddtr. and Mrs. Love were on a
small sofa in some studio with two boys in tighlas standing beside them. Momma
Love had dark hair and a beautiful smile. Mr. Lovas a foot taller, and sat rigid and
unsmiling. The boys were stiff and awkward, obvigust happy to be dressed in ties



and starched shirts. Reggie was between her panenite center of the portrait. She had
a wonderful smirky smile, and it was obvious she wee center of the family's attention
and enjoyed this immensely. She was ten or elealmoyt Mark's age, and the face of this
pretty little girl caught his attention and tools threath. He stared at her face and she
seemed to laugh at him. She was full of mischief.

"Beautiful children, huh?" It was Momma Love, easbeside him and admiring her
family. -

"When was this?" Mark asked, still staring.

"Forty years ago," she said slowly, almost sadlye'were all so young and happy then."
She stood next to him, their arms touching, shaoulishoulder.

"Where are the boys?"

"Joey, on the right there, is the oldest. He weesapilot for the Air Force, and was
killed in 1964 in a plane crash. He's a hero."

"I'm very sorry," Mark whispered.

"Bennie, on the left, is a year younger than Jékys a marine biologist in Vancouver.
He never comes to see his mother. He was here aboyears ago for Christmas, then
off again. He's never married, but | think he'syokéo grandkids by him either. Reggie's
got the only grandkids." She was reaching for m&d five by seven next to a lamp on
an end table. She handed it to Mark. Two gradugtfastos with blue caps and gowns.
The girl was pretty. The boy had mangy hair, aagen's beard, and a look of sheer
hatred in his eyes.

"These are Reggie's kids,” Momma Love explainetiouit the slightest trace of either
love or pride. "The boy was in prison last time eard anything. Selling dope. He was a
good boy when he was little, but then his fatharhgm and just ruined him. This was
after the divorce. The girl is out in Californigitrg to be an actress or singer or
something, or so she says, but she's had druggmnstibo and we don't hear much. She
was a sweet child too. | haven't seen her in altepsyears. Can you believe it? My only
granddaughter. It's so sad.”

Momma Love was now sipping her third glass of wenad the tongue was loose. If she
could talk about her family long enough, then mashe'd get around to his. And once
they'd covered the families, perhaps they mightudis exactly what on earth the boys
saw out there.

"Why haven't you seen her in ten years?" Mark asketlonly because he needed to say
something. It was really a dumb question becaudenbe the answer might take hours.
His stomach ached from the feast and he wanteidyslie on the couch and be left
alone.



"Regina, | mean Reggie, lost her when she was dhotden. They were going through
this nightmare of a divorce, he was chasing othenen and had girlfriends all over
town, they even caught him with a cute little nuaiséhe hospital, but the divorce was a
horrible nightmare and Reggie got to where shedtouhandle it. Joe, her ex-husband,
was a good boy when they got married, but then ragaench of money and got the
doctor's attitude, you know, and he changed. Mameyt to his head." She paused and
took a sip. "Awful, just awful. | do miss them, tigh. They're my only grandbabies.”

They didn't look like grandbabies, especially thg.dHe was nothing but a punk.
"What happened to him?" Mark asked after a few sgs®f silence.

"Well." She sighed as if she hated to tell, but ldalo it anyway. "He was sixteen when
his father got him, wild and rotten already, | mgais father was an ob-gyn and never
had time for the kids and a boy needs a fathert gon think; and the boy, Jeff is his
name, and he was out of control early. Then hisefatwho had all the money and all the
lawyers, got Regina sent away and took the kid$ vamen this happened Jeff was pretty
much on his own. With his father's money, of coukse finished high school almost at
gunpoint, and within six months got caught withuah of drugs.” She stopped suddenly,
and Mark thought she was about to cry. She toog.dBhe last time | hugged him was
when he graduated from high school. | saw his péctioi the newspaper when he got in
trouble, but he never called or anything. It's besnyears, Mark. | know I'll die without
ever seeing them again.” She quickly rubbed hes,eyed Mark looked for a hole to
crawl in.

She took his arm. "Come with me. Let's go sit angbrch."

He followed through a narrow foyer, through thenfrdoor, and they sat in the swing on
the front porch. It was dark and die air was cdbky rocked gently in silence. Momma
Love sipped the wine.

She decided to continue the saga. "You see, Made doe got the kids, he just ruined
them. Gave them plenty of money. Kept his old stegdfriends around the house.
Flaunted it in front of the kids. Bought them caksanda got pregnant in high school,
and he arranged the abortion."

"Why'd Reggie change her name?" he asked politédybe when she answered, this
saga *would be finished.

"She spent several years in and out of institutidhss was after the divorce, and bless
her heart, she was in bad shape, Mark. | cried Iintgssleep every night worrying about
my daughter. She lived with me most of the timeéodk years, but she finally came
through. Lots of therapy. Lots of money. Lots ofdoAnd then she decided one day that
the nightmare was over, that she would pick upgpibees and move on, and that she
would create a new life. That's why she changedhsre. She went to court and had it



done legally. She fixed up the apartment over Hrage. She gave me all these pictures,
because she refuses to look at them. She wenttedaool. She became a new person
with a new identity and a new name."

"Is she bitter?"

"She fights it. She lost her children, and no moties ever recover from that. But she
tries not to think about them. They were brainwddhetheir father, so they have no use
for her. She hates him, of course, and | thinkpittsbably healthy."

"She's a very good lawyer," he said as if he'dgreatty hired and fired many.

Momma Love moved closer, too close to suit Marke Bhtted his knee and this irritated
the hell out of him, but she was a sweet old woarathmeant nothing by it. She'd buried
a son and lost her only grandson, so he gave biegak. There was no moon. A soft wind
gently rustled the leaves of the huge black oaksd®n the porch and the street. He was
not eager to return to the hospital, and so heddddhis was pleasant after all. He smiled
at Momma Love, but she was staring blankly intodhekness, lost in some deep thought.
A heavy, folded quilt padded the swing.

He assumed she would work her way back to the sigot Jerome Clifford, and this he
wanted to avoid. "Why does Reggie have so manyfkidslients?"

She kept patting his knee. "Because some kids laggakrs, though most of them don't
know it. And most lawyers are too busy making moteeworry about kids. She wants to
help. She'll always blame herself for losing helskiand she just wants to help others.
She's very protective of her little clients."

"l didn't pay her very much money."

"Don't worry, Mark. Every month, Reggie takes astetwo cases for free. They're called
pro bono, which means the lawyer does the workawitla fee. If she didn't want your
case, she wouldn't have taken it."

He knew about pro bono. Half the lawyers on telewisvere laboring away on cases
they wouldn't get paid for. The other half wereepiag with beautiful women and eating
in fancy restaurants.

"Reggie has a soul, Mark, a conscience," she aasdinstill patting gently. The
wineglass was empty, but the words were clear lamanind was sharp. "She'll work for
no fee if she believes in the client. And someeafoor clients will break your heart,
Mark. I cry all the time over some of these lifidas.”

"You're very proud of her, aren't you?"



"I am. Reggie almost died, Mark, a few years agemthe divorce was going on. |
almost lost her. Then | almost went broke tryingéd her back on her feet. But look at
her now."

"Will she ever get married again?"

"Maybe. She's dated a couple of men, but nothings® Romance is not at the top of
her list. Her work comes first. Like tonight. ldnost eight o'clock, and she's at the city
jail talking to a little troublemaker they pickeg tor shoplifting. Wonder what'll be in
the newspaper in the morning."

Sports, obituaries, the usual. Mark shifted uncetafdy and waited. It was obvious he
was supposed to speak. "Who knows."

"What was it like having your picture on the frgatge of the paper?"
" didn't like it."

"Where'd they get those pictures?"

"They're school pictures."

There was a long pause. The chains above themalsegias the swing moved slowly
back and forth. "What was it like walking up onttdaad man who'd just shot himself?"

"Pretty scary, but to be honest, my doctor toldnoeto discuss it because it stresses me
out. Look at my little brother, you know. So, I'dtter not say anything."

She patted harder. "Of course. Of course."

Mark pressed with his toes, and the swing movei faster. His stomach was still
packed and he was suddenly sleepy. Momma Love wasing now. The breeze
picked up, and he shivered.

Reggie found them on the dark porch, in the swiogking quietly back and forth.
Momma Love sipped black coffee and patted him enstioulder. Mark was curled in a
knot beside her, his head resting in her lap, & quér his legs.

"How long has he been asleep?" she whispered.

"An hour or so. He got cold, then he got sleepystdesweet child.”

"He sure is. I'll call his mother at the hospitaid see if he can stay here tonight."

"He ate until he was stuffed. I'll fix him a goorkebkfast in the morning."
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The idea was Trumann's, and it was a wonderful i@e& that would work and thus
would be snared immediately by Foltrigg and clairaedhis own. Life with Reverend
Roy was a series of stolen ideas and credits wiieggs worked. And when things swent
to hell, Trumann and his office took the blame pglavith Foltrigg's underlings, and the
press, and the jurors, and the corrupt defensesbarybody but the great man himself.

But Trumann had quietly massaged and manipulatédbs of prima donnas before,
and he could certainly handle this idiot.

It was late, and as he picked at the lettuce irsthisnp remoulade in the dark corner of a
crowded oyster bar, the idea hit him. He calledrigg's private office number, no
answer. He dialed the number in the library, andiy\BBoxx answered. It was nine-thirty,
and Wally explained he and his boss were stilldnlideep in the law books, just a couple
of workaholics slaving over the details and enjgyiin All in a day's work. Trumann said
he'd be there in ten minutes.

He left the noisy cafe and walked hurriedly throtigé crowds on Canal Street.
September was just another hot, sticky summer marithew Orleans. After two blocks
he removed his jacket and walked faster. Two mérekis, and his shirt was wet and
clinging to his back and chest.

He darted through the crowds of tourists lumbesalong Canal with their cameras and
gaudy tee shirts, and wondered for the thousaidthwhy these people came to this city
to spend hard-earned money on cheap entertainmermieerpriced food. The average
tourist on Canal Street wore black socks and wdntsakers, was forty pounds
overweight, and Trumann figured these people woetidrn home and brag to their less
fortunate friends about the delightful cuisine timey uniquely discovered and gorged
themselves on in New Orleans. He bumped into & eftnan with a small black box
stuck in her face. She was actually standing neactirb and filming the front of a cheap
souvenir store with suggestive street signs digaldgr sale in the window. What sort of
person would watch a video of a tacky souvenir shape French Quarter? Americans
no longer experience vacations. They simply Soeyntko they can ignore them for the
rest of the year.

Trumann was in for a transfer. He was sick of tsritraffic, humidity, crime, and he
was sick of Roy Foltrigg. He turned by RubinstenotBers and headed for Poydras.



Foltrigg was not afraid of hard work. it came natuo him. He'd realized in law school
that he was not a genius, and that to succeedbettito put in more hours. He studied
his ass off, and finished somewhere in the midéiltb® pack. But he'd been elected
president of the student body, and there was dicat¢ declaring this achievement
framed in oak somewhere on one of his walls. His@aas a political animal started at
the moment when his law school classmates chosasitieir president, a position most
did not know existed and couldn't have cared lessita Job offers had been scarce for
young Roy, and at the last minute he jumped athia@ce to be an assistant city
prosecutor in New Orleans. Fifteen thousand bugkesaain 1975. In two years he
handled more cases than all the other city prosesgbmbined. He worked. He put in
long hours in a dead end job because he was gtangy He was a star but no one
noticed.

He began dabbling in local Republican politicspely hobby, and learned to play the
game. He met people with money and clout, and ldmadeb with a law firm. He put in
incredible hours and became a partner. He marnednaan he didn't love because she
had the right credentials and a wife brought resiiity. Roy was on the move. There
was a game plan.

He was still married to her but they slept in diffiet rooms. The kids were now twelve
and ten. A pretty family portrait.

He preferred the office to his home, which suitesdwife just fine because she didn't like
him but did enjoy, his salary.

Roy's conference table was once again coveredawitibooks and legal pads. Wally had
shed his tie and jacket. Empty coffee cups litteéhedroom. They were both tired.

The law was quite simple: Every citizen owes taetyahe duty of giving testimony to
aid in the enforcement of the law. And, a withessat excused from testifying because
of his fear of reprisal threatening his and/orfaisily's lives. It was black letter law, as
they say, carved in stone over the years by husdrepidges and justices. No
exceptions. No exemptions. No loopholes for scétiel boys. Roy and Wally had read
dozens of cases. Many were copied and highlightedtaown about on the table. The
kid would have to talk. If the Juvenile Court apgeb in Memphis fell through, Foltrigg
planned to issue a subpoena for Mark Sway to agmfare the grand jury in New
Orleans. It would scare the little punk to deatid Bbbosen his tongue.

Trumann walked through the door and said, "You gargsworking late."
Wally Boxx pushed away from the table and stretdhisdarms mightily above his head.

"Yeah, a lot of stuff to cover," he said, exhausteadving his hand proudly at the piles of
books and notes.



"Have a seat," Foltrigg said, pointing at a chaiWe're finishing up." He stretched too,
then cracked his knuckles. He loved his reputadi®a workaholic, a man of importance
unafraid of painful hours, a family man whose calivent beyond wife and kids. The
job meant everything. His client was the United&taf America.

Trumann had heard this eighteen-hour-a-day crapgeen years now. It was Foltrigg's
favorite subject-talking about himself and the Isoairthe office and the body that needed
no sleep. Lawyers wear their loss of sleep likadge of honor. Real macho machines
grinding it out around the clock.

"I've got an idea," Trumann said, sitting acrosstble. "You told me earlier about the
hearing in Memphis tomorrow. In Juvenile Court."

"We're filing a petition,” Roy corrected him. "I do know when the hearing will take
place. But we'll ask for a quick one."

"Yeah, well, what about this? Just before | le# tffice this afternoon, | talked to K. O.
Lewis, Voyles's number-one deputy.”

"I know K.O.," Foltrigg interrupted. Trumann knetig was coming. In fact, he paused
just a split second so Foltrigg could interrupt aetlhim straight about how close he was
to K.O., not Mr. Lewis, but simply K.O.

"Right. Well, he's in St. Louis attending a confere, and he asked about the Boyette
case and Jerome Clifford and the kid. | told himatwve knew. He said feel free to call if
he could do anything. Said Mr. Voyles wants daggarts.”

"I know all this."

"Right. Well, | was just thinking. St. Louis is &our's flight from Memphis, right. What
if Mr. Lewis presented himself to the Juvenile Gqudge in Memphis first thing in the
morning when the petition is filed, and what if Nlewis has a little chat with the judge
and leans on him? We're talking about the numberran in the FBI. He tells the judge
what we think this kid knows."

Foltrigg began nodding his approval, and when Wsdly this he began nodding too,
only faster.

Trumann continued. "And there's something elsekiav Gronke is in Memphis, and
it's safe to assume he's not there to visit Elgiise. Right? He's been sent there by
Muldanno. So | was thinking, what if we assumekiaeis in danger, and Mr. Lewis
explains to the Juvenile Court judge that it'shie best interests of the kid for us to take
him into custody? You know, for his own protectibn?

"I like this," Foltrigg said softly. Wally liked itoo.



"The kid'll crack under the pressure. First, hakeh into custody by order of the Juvenile
Court, same as any other case, and that'll scaredihout of him. Might also wake up

his lawyer. Hopefully the judge orders the kidatkt At that point, the kid'll crack, |
believe. If not, he's in contempt, maybe. Don't ylank?"

"Yeah, he's in contempt, but we can't predict whatjudge will do at that point.”

"Right. So Mr. Lewis tells the judge about Gronkel &is connections with the mob, and
that we believe he's in Memphis to harm the kithé&tiway, we get the kid in custody,
away from his lawyer. The bitch."

Foltrigg was wired now. He scribbled something dagal pad. Wally stood and began
pacing thoughtfully around the library, deep inugbt as if things were conspiring to
force him to make a significant decision.

Trumann could call her a bitch here in the privatgn office in New Orleans. But he
remembered the tape. And he would be happy to remalew Orleans, far away from
her. Let McThune deal with Reggie in Memphis.

"Can you get K.O. on the phone?" Foltrigg asked.

"l think so." Trumann pulled a scrap of paper frarpocket and began punching numbers
on the phone.

Foltrigg met Wally in the corner, away from the agélt's a great idea," Wally said. I'm
sure the Juvenile Court judge is just some locielaho'll listen to K.O. and do
whatever he wants, don't you think?"

Trumann had Mr. Lewis on the phone. Foltrigg watthan while listening to Wally.
"Maybe, but regardless, we get the kid in courtklyiand | think he'll fold. If not, he's
in custody, under our control and away from hisylemw| like it."

They whispered for a while as Trumann talked to .K.&wis. Trumann nodded at them,
gave the okay sign with a big smile, and hung tf&'lf do it,” he said proudly. "He'll
catch an early morning flight to Memphis and meihWwink. Then they'll get with
George Ord and descend on the judge.” Trumann \a#isng toward them, very proud
of himself. "Think about it. The U.S. attorney amecside, K. O. Lewis on the other, and
Fink in the middle, first thing in the morning whére judge gets to the office. They'll
have the kid talking in no time."

Foltrigg flashed a wicked smile. He loved those reata when the power of the federal
government shifted into high gear and landed hardmall, unsuspecting people. Just
like that, with one phone call, the second in comdhaf the FBI had entered the picture.
"It just might work," he said to his boys. "It jusight work."



In one corner of the small den above the garagggiRdlipped through a thick book
under a lamp. It was midnight, but she couldn#jeso she curled under a quilt and
sipped tea while reading a book Clint had fourddiReluctant Witnesses. As far as law
books go, it was quite late . Point was that wisrtess a duty to come forth and assist
those authorities investigating a crime. A witneasnot refuse to testify on the grounds
that he or she feels threatened. The vast majofittye cases cited in the book dealt with
organized crime. Seems the Mafia has historicatiwhed on its people schmoozing
with the cops, and has often threatened wives hildren. The Supreme Court has said
more than once that wives and children be damnedifess must talk.

At some point in the very near future, Mark woutlfbrced to talk. Foltrigg could issue

a subpoena and compel his attendance before a gngnd New Orleans. She, of course,
would be able to attend. If Mark refused to testi&fore the grand jury, a quick hearing
would be held before the trial judge, who would owotedly order him to answer
Foltrigg's questions. If he refused, the wrathhef tourt would be severe. No judge
tolerates being disobeyed, but federal judges eagspecially nasty when their orders
fall on deaf ears.

There are places to put eleven-year-old kids wia fihemselves in disfavor with the
system. At the moment, she had no less than twaietyts scattered about in various
training schools in Tennessee. The oldest wasesixi®ll were secured behind fences
with guards pacing about. They were called refachosls not long ago. Now they're
training schools.

When ordered to talk, Mark would undoubtedly loolher. And this was why she
couldn't sleep. To advise him to disclose the locabf the senator's body would be to
jeopardize his safety. His mother and brother wdalct risk. These were not people
who could become instantly mobile. Ricky might lesitalized for weeks. Any type of
witness protection program would be postponed tetivas healthy again. Dianne
would be a sitting duck if Muldanno were so inctine

It would be proper and ethical and moral to adbhise to cooperate, and that would be
the easy way out. But what if he got hurt? He wquddt a finger at her. What if
something happened to Ricky or Dianne? She, thgdgwould be blamed.

Children make lousy clients. The lawyer becomeshmuore than a lawyer. With adults,
you simply lay the pros and cons of each optiothentable. You advise this way and
that. You predict a little, but not much. Then yell the adult it's time for a decision and
you leave the room for a bit. When you return, goelhanded a decision and you run
with it. Not so with kids. They don't understandnerly advice. They want a hug and
someone to make decisions. They're scared anchipdér friends.

She'd held many small hands in courtrooms. Shgdddvmany tears.

She imagined this scene: a huge, empty federatrooun in New Orleans with the doors
locked and two marshals guarding it; Mark on theness stand; Foltrigg in all his glory



strutting around on his home turf, prancing baat famth for the benefit of his little
assistants and perhaps an FBI agent or two; thygejirda black robe. He was handling it
delicately, and he probably disliked Foltrigg imreely because he was forced to see him
all the time. He, the judge, asks Mark if he intfefused to answer certain questions
before the grand jury that very morning in a roast ja short distance down the hall.
Mark, looking upward at his honor, answers yes. ¥Wes the first question? the judge
asks Foltrigg, who's on his feet with a legal Edjtting and prancing as if the room
were filled with cameras. | asked him, Your Hornbderome Clifford, prior to the
suicide, said anything about the body of SenatgdB8oyette. And he refused to answer,
Your Honor. Then | asked him if Jerome Cliffordfact told him where the body is
buried. And he refused to answer this questionelk Wour Honor. And the judge leans
down even closer to Mark. There is no smile. Magkes at his lawyer. Why didn't you
answer these questions? the judge asks. Becaosé inént to, Mark answers, and it's
almost funny. But there are no smiles. Well, thagji says, | am ordering you to answer
these questions before the grand jury, do you wtaied me, Mark? I'm ordering you to
return to the grand jury room right now and ansateof Mr. Foltrigg's questions, do you
understand this? Mark says nothing and doesn't rmawascle. He stares at his trusted
lawyer, thirty feet away. What if | don't answee thuestions? he finally asks, and this
irritates the judge. You have no choice, young nyaru must answer because I'm
ordering it. And if I don't? Mark asks, terrified/ell, then I'll find you in contempt and

I'll probably incarcerate you until you do as | skgr a very long time, the judge growils.

Axle rubbed against the chair and startled her.thetroom scene was gone. She closed
the book and walked to the window. The best adidddark would be simply to lie. Tell

a big one. At the critical moment, just explain hihwe late Jerome Clifford said nothing
about Boyd Boyette. He was crazy and drunk andestoand said nothing, really. Who

in the world could ever know the difference? Marksva cool liar.

He awoke in a strange bed between a soft mattnesa Aeavy layer of blankets. A dim
lamp from the hallway cast a narrow light throulga slit in the doorway. His battered
Nikes were in a chair by the door, but the rediisfclothing was still on. He slid the
blankets to his knees and the bed squeaked. Hlsiaithe ceiling and vaguely
remembered being escorted to this room by Regglédveomma Love. Then he
remembered the swing on the porch and being veg.ti

Slowly, he swung his feet from the bed and saheredge of it. He remembered being
led and pushed up the stairs. Things were cleaningde sat in the chair and laced his
sneakers. The floor was wooden and creaked s&ftheavalked to the door and opened
it. The hinges popped. The hallway was still. Thoteer doors opened into it, and they
were all closed. He eased to the stairway, anddgtown, in no hurry.

A light from the kitchen caught his attention, drelwalked faster. The clock on the wall
gave the time as two-twenty. He now rememberedReggie didn't live there; she was
above the garage. Momma Love was probably soue@@sipstairs, so he stopped the
creeping along and crossed the foyer, unlockedrtimt door, and found his spot in the
swing. The air was cool and the front lawn waslplitack.



For a moment, he was frustrated with himself fdiirfg asleep and being put to bed in
this house. He belonged at the hospital with higheng sleeping on the same crippling
bed, waiting for Ricky to snap out of it so theylbleave and go home. He assumed
Reggie had called Dianne, so his mother probabsniwavorried. In fact, she was
probably pleased that he was there at that moraatihg good food and sleeping well.
Mothers are like that.

He'd missed two days of school, according to hisutations. Today would be Thursday.
Yesterday, he'd been attacked by the man withnife kn the elevator. The man with the
family portrait. And the day before that, Tuesdag,had hired Reggie. That, too, seemed
like a month ago. And the day before that, Mondieeyhad awakened like any normal kid
and gone off to school with-no idea all this waswttio happen. There must be a million
kids in Memphis, and he would never understand &oavwhy he was selected to meet
Jerome Clifford just seconds before he put theigums mouth.

Smoking. That was the answer. Hazardous to youttheéu could say that again. He
was being punished by God for smoking and harmiadpddy. Damn! What if he'd been
caught with a beer.

A silhouette of a man appeared on the sidewalk séoygbed for a second in front of
Momma Love's house. The orange glow of a cigafistted in front of his face, then he
walked very slowly out of sight. A little late fan evening stroll, Mark thought.

A minute passed, and he was back. Same man. Samevalk. Same hesitation between
the trees as he looked at the house. Mark heldrbeth. He was sitting in darkness and
he knew he could not be seen. But this man was tharea nosy neighbor.

At exactly 4 a.m., a plain white ford van with tieense plates temporarily removed
eased into Tucker Wheel Estates and turned ontioSfeet. The trailers were dark and
quiet. The streets were deserted. The little villags peacefully asleep and would be for
two more hours until dawn.

The van stopped in front of Number 17. The lightd angine were turned off. No one
noticed it. After a minute, a man in a uniform opérthe driver's door and stood in the
street. The uniform resembled that of a Memphismayy trousers, navy shirt, wide
black belt with black holster, some type of gurtlea hip, black boots, but no cap or hat.
A decent imitation, especially at four in the mawgpwhen no one was watching. He held
a rectangular cardboard container about the sineamthoe boxes. He glanced around,
then carefully watched and listened to the traikxt door to Number 17. Not a sound.
Not even the bark of a dog. He smiled to himseilfl walked casually to the door of
Number 17.

If he detected movement in a nearby trailer, helveimply knock slightly on the door
and go through the routine of being a frustratedsarger looking for Ms. Sway. But it
wasn't necessary. Not a peep from the neighboreeSmickly set the box against the



door, got in the van, and drove away. He had camdegane without a trace, leaving
behind his little warning.

Exactly thirty minutes later, the box explodedwés a quiet explosion, carefully
controlled. The ground didn't shake and the pordh'dshatter. The door was blown
open, and the flames were directed at the intefitine trailer. Lots of red and yellow
flames and black smoke rolling through the roontse matchbox construction of the
walls and floors was nothing more than kindling thoe fire.

By the time Rufus Bibbs next door could punch ah#&,Sway trailer was engulfed and
beyond help. Rufus hung up the phone, and ramtbHis garden hose. His wife and kids
were running wild, trying to dress and get outhd trailer. Screams and shouts echoed
on the street as the neighbors ran to the fir@miamazing array of pajamas and robes.
Dozens of them watched the fire as garden hoses tram all directions and water was
applied to the trailers next door. The fire grewd #ime crowd grew, and windows popped
in the Bibbs trailer. The domino effect. More sensaas more windows popped. Then
sirens and red lights.

The crowd moved back as the firemen laid lines@umdped water. The other trailers
were saved, but the Sway home was nothing but eufiible roof and most of the floor
were gone. The rear wall stood with a solitary wewnvdstill intact.

More people arrived as the firemen sprayed thesriWalter Deeble, a loudmouth from
South Street, started babbling about how cheae thh@sned trailers were with
aluminum wiring and all. Hell, we all live in fingtps, he said with the pitch of a street
preacher, and what we ought to do is sue that abitoh Tucker and force him to
provide safe housing. He just might see his lavayut it. Personally, he had eight
smoke and heat detectors in his trailer becauieeatheap aluminum wiring and all, and
he just might talk to his lawyer.

By the Bibbs trailer, a small crowd gathered arahked God the fire didn't spread.

Those poor Sways. What else could happen to them?

20



A breakfast of cinnamon rolls and choco-late ntitley left the house and headed for the
hospital. It was seven-thirty, much too early f@ggie but Dianne was waiting. Ricky
was doing much better.

"What do you think'll happen today?" Mark asked.

For some reason this struck Reggie as being fuiou poor child,” she said when she
finished chuckling. "You've been through a lot tiveek."

"Yeah. | hate school, but it'd be nice to go badiad this wild dream last night."
"What happened?"

"Nothing. | dreamed everything was normal agaim Emade it through a whole day
with nothing happening to me. It was wonderful."

"Well, Mark, I'm afraid | have some bad news."

"I knew it. What is it?"

"Clint called a few minutes ago. You've made tlomfipage again. It's a picture of both
of us, evidently taken by one of those clowns athbspital yesterday when we got off
the elevator."

"Great."

"There's a reporter at the Memphis Press by theeradrSlick Moeller. Everyone calls
him the Mole. Mole Moeller. He covers the crime thesart of a legend around town.
He's hot on this case.”

"He wrote the story yesterday."

"That's right. He has a lot of contacts within gudice department. It sounds as if the
cops believe Mr. Clifford told you everything beddne killed himself, and now you're
refusing to cooperate."”

"Pretty accurate, wouldn't you say?"

She glanced at the rearview mirror. "Yeah. It'sokyd’

"How does he know this stuff?"

"The cops talk to him, off the record of course] &e digs and digs until he puts the

pieces together. And if the pieces don't fit peijechen Slick just sort of fills in the gaps.
According to Clint, the story is based on unnanmaatees within the Memphis Police



Department, and there's a great deal of suspidiontédhow much you know. The theory
is that since you've hired me, you must be hidomgething."

"Let's stop and get a newspaper.”
"We'll get one at the hospital. We'll be there imiaute."
"Do you think those reporters will be waiting agalin

"Probably. | told Clint to find a back entrance sammere, and to meet us in the parking
lot."

"I'm really sick of this. Just sick of it. All myudldies are in school today, having a good
time, being normal, fighting with girls during rexse playing jokes on the teachers, you
know, the usual stuff. And look at me. Running adtown with my lawyer, reading
about my adventures in the newspapers, lookingydace on the front page, hiding
from reporters, dodging killers with switchbladis like something out of a movie. A
bad movie. I'm just sick of it. | don't know if &n take anymore. It's just too much.”

She watched him between glances at the streetaifid.tHis jaws were tight. He stared
straight ahead, but saw nothing.

"I'm sorry, Mark."

"Yeah, me too. So much for pleasant dreams, huh."

"This could be a very long day."

"What else is new? They were watching the hougdenlght, did you know that?"

"l beg your pardon.”

"Yeah, somebody was watching the house. | was ®painch at two-thirty this morning,
and | saw a guy walking along the sidewalk. He veas casual, you know, just smoking
a cigarette and looking at the house."

"Could be a neighbor."

"Right. At two-thirty in the morning."

"Maybe someone was out for a walk."

"Then why did he walk by the house three timesftedn minutes?"

She glanced at him again and hit her brakes talavear in front of them.



"Do you trust me, Mark?" she asked.
He looked at her as if surprised by the questi@fi.course I trust you, Reggie."
She smiled and patted his arm. "Then stick with'me.

One advantage of an architectural horror like 8tePs was the existence of lots of doors
and exits few people knew about it. With additistisck here, and wings added over
there as an afterthought, there had been creatdloy course of time little nooks and
alleys seldom used and rarely discovered by |asirgg guards.

When they arrived, Clint had been hustling arodmalhospital for thirty minutes with no
success. He'd managed to become lost himself thifeeent times. He was sweating and
apologizing as they met at the parking lot.

"Just follow me," Mark said, and they darted acitbesstreet and entered through the
emergency gate. They wove through heavy rush-halltraffic and found an ancient
escalator going down.

"l hope you know where you're going," Reggie salaiously in doubt and half-jogging
in an effort to keep up with him. Clint was swegt&ven harder. "No problem," Mark
said, and opened a door leading to the kitchen.

"We're in the kitchen, Mark," Reggie said, lookengund.
"Just be cool. Act like you're supposed to be Here.

He punched a button by a service elevator anddbe @pened instantly. He punched
another button on the inside panel, and they lutelmvard, headed for floor number ten.
"There are eighteen floors in the main section thigtelevator stops at number ten. It
will not stop at nine. Figure it out." He watchdw thumbers above the door and
explained this like a bored tour guide.

"What happens on ten?" Clint asked between breaths.
"Just wait."

The door opened on ten, and they stepped into @ tloget with rows of shelves filled
with towels and bedsheets. Mark was off, dartingveen the aisles. He opened a heavy
metal door and they were suddenly in the hallwa watient rooms right and left. He
pointed to his left, kept walking, and stopped befan emergency exit door with red and
yellow alarm warnings all over it. He grabbed tlae bandle across the front of it, and
Reggie and Clint stopped cold.

He pushed the door open, and nothing happenedtldon't work," he said
nonchalantly, and bounded down the steps to thé fAimor. He opened another door,



and suddenly they were in a quiet hallway withkhidustrial carpet and no traffic. He
pointed again, and they were off, past patient yaround a bend, and by the nurses'
station, where they glanced down another hall amdtke loiterers by the elevators.

"Good morning, Mark," Karen the beautiful called as they hurried by. But she said
this without a smile.

"Hi, Karen," he answered without slowing.

Dianne was sitting in a folding chair in the halttwa Memphis cop kneeling before her.
She was crying, and had been for some time. Theségarity guards were standing
together twenty feet away. Mark saw the cop anddhes and ran for his mother. She
grabbed him and they hugged.

"What's the matter, Mom?" he asked, and she caedehn.

"Mark, your trailer burned last night," the copdaiJust a few hours ago.”

Mark glared at him in disbelief, then squeezedinisher around the neck. She was
wiping tears and trying to compose herself.

"How bad?" Mark asked.

"Real bad," the cop said sadly as he stood andHiglcap with both hands. "Everything's
gone."

"What started the fire?" Reggie asked.

"Don't know right now. The fire inspector will be the scene this morning. Could be
electrical."

"l need to talk to the fire inspector, okay," Reggisisted, and the cop looked her over.
"And who are you?" he asked.

"Reggie Love, attorney for the family."

"Ah, yes. | saw the paper this morning."

She handed him a card. "Please ask the fire inspectall me."

"Sure, lady." The cop carefully placed the hat mnhead and looked down again at
Dianne. He was sad again. "Ms. Sway, I'm very sabgut this."

"Thank you," she said, wiping her face. He noddddeggie and Clint, backed away,
and left in a hurry. A nurse appeared and stoogiftyin case.



Dianne suddenly had an audience. She stood anpestapying, even managed a smile
at Reggie.

"This is Clint Van Hooser. He works for me," Reggéd.
Dianne smiled at Clint. "I'm very sorry," he said.

"Thank you," Dianne said softly. A few seconds wkward silence followed as she
finished wiping her face. Her arm was around Marko was still dazed.

"Did he behave?" Dianne asked.

"He was wonderful. He ate enough for a small army."
"That's good. Thanks for having him over.”

"How's Ricky?" Reggie asked.

"He had a good night. Dr. Greenway stopped byrtiasning, and Ricky was awake and
talking. Looks much better."

"Does he know about the fire?" Mark asked.
"No. And we're not telling him, okay?"
"Okay, Mom. Could we go inside and talk, just me gou?"

Dianne smiled at Reggie and Clint, and led Mark ihie room. The door was closed, and
the tiny Sway family was all alone with all its vally possessions.

The honorable Harry Roosevelt had presided oveStetby County Juvenile Court for
twenty-two years now, and despite the dismal aquedsing nature of the court's
business he had conducted its affairs with a greal of dignity. He was the first black
Juvenile Court judge in Tennessee, and when he'd &gpointed by the governor in the
early seventies, his future was brilliant and theeee glowing predictions of higher
courts for him to conquer.

The higher courts were still there, and Harry Reektevas still here, in the deteriorating
building known simply as Juvenile Court. There wengch nicer courthouses in
Memphis. On Main Street the Federal Building, alsvhye newest in town, housed the
elegant and stately courtrooms. The federal bayaya had the best-rich carpet, thick
leather chairs, heavy oak tables, plenty of ligtependable air-conditioning, lots of
well-paid clerks and assistants. A few blocks awvilag,Jmelby County Courthouse was a
beehive of judicial activity as thousands of lavgyayvamed its tiled and marbled
corridors and worked their way through well-preseihand well-scrubbed courtrooms. It



was an older building, but a beautiful one withnpialgs on the walls and a few statues
scattered about. Harry could have had a courtrogen there, but he said no. And not far
away was the Shelby County Justice Center with zero&fancy new modern
courtrooms with bright fluorescent lights and sosggtems and padded seats. Harry
could have had one of those too, but he turnedvitd

He remained here, in the Juvenile Court Buildingpaverted high school blocks away
from downtown with little parking and few janitoasid more cases per judge than any
other docket in the world. His court was the unwdrgtepchild of the judicial system.
Most lawyers shunned it. Most law students dreaafgdush offices in tall buildings and
wealthy clients with thick wallets. Never did théseam of slugging their way through
the roach-infested corridors of Juvenile Court.

Harry had turned down four appointments, all tortowhere the heating systems
worked in the winter. He had been considered fes¢happointments because he was
smart and black, and he turned them down becausasi@oor and black. They paid him
sixty thousand a year, lowest of any court in tosshe could feed his wife and four
teenagers and live in a nice home. But he'd knowrgér as a child, and those memories
were vivid. He would always think of himself as@op black kid.

And that's exactly the reason the once-promisingyHaoosevelt remained a simple
Juvenile Court judge. To him, it was the most int@ot job in the world. By statute, he
had exclusive jurisdiction over delinquent, unrdgpendent, and neglected children. He
determined paternity of children born out of we#land enforced his own orders for
their support and education, and in a county whattthe babies were born to single
mothers, this accounted for most of his dockettdflminated parental rights and placed
abused children in new homes. Harry carried heavgldns.

He weighed somewhere between three and four humaneads, and wore the same
outfit every day- black suit, white cotton shimdsa bow tie which he tied himself and
did so poorly. No one knew if Harry owned one bladk or fifty. He always looked the
same. He was an imposing figure on the bench,ngjatown over his reading glasses at
deadbeat fathers who refused to support their ehildDeadbeat fathers, black and white
alike, lived in fear of Judge Roosevelt. He woulttk them down and throw them in jail.
He found their employers and tapped their paychdtksu messed with Harry's
subjects, or Harry's Kids, as they were known, gouid find yourself handcuffed and
standing pitifully before him with a bailiff on daside.

Harry Roosevelt was a legend in Memphis. The cotathers had seen fit to give him
two more judges to help with the caseload, but hantained a brutal work schedule. He
usually arrived before seven and made his own eoffie started court promptly at nine
and God help the lawyer who was late for courtdtierown several of them in jail over
the years.

At eight-thirty, his secretary hauled in a box adihand informed Harry that there was a
group of men waiting outside who desperately ne¢degpeak with him.



"What else is new?" he asked, eating the lastdbiten apple danish.

"You might want to meet with these gentlemen.”

"Oh really. Who are they?"

"One is George Ord, our distinguished U.S. attorhey

"l taught George in law school.”

"Right. That's what he said, twice. There's alsassistant U.S. attorney from New
Orleans, a Mr. Thomas Fink. And a Mr. K. O. Levidgputy Director of the FJ3I. And a

couple of FBI agents."

Harry looked up from a file and thought about thisrather distinguished group. What
do they want?"

"They wouldn't say."
"Well, show them in."

She left, and seconds later Ord, Fink, Lewis, ard Mine filed into the crowded and
cluttered office and introduced themselves to bisdn. Harry and the secretary moved
files from the chairs and everyone looked for &.sBaey exchanged brief pleasantries,
and after a few minutes of this Harry looked atgtch and said, "Gentlemen, | am
scheduled to hear seventeen cases today. Whatdcafot you?"

Ord cleared his throat first. "Well, Judge, I'mesyou’ve seen the papers the last two
mornings, especially the front-page stories abdagyaby the name of Mark Sway."

"Very intriguing.”

"Mr. Fink here is prosecuting the man accused lbhgi Senator Boyette, and the case is
scheduled for trial in New Orleans in a few weeks."

"I'm aware of this. I've read the stories."

"We are almost certain that Mark Sway knows moaathe is telling. He's lied to the
Memphis police on several occasions. We think hethat length with Jerome Clifford
before the suicide. We know without a doubt he inake car. We've tried to talk to the
kid, but he has been very uncooperative. Now higgsl fa lawyer and she's stonewalling."

"Reggie Love is a regular in my court. A very congpe attorney. Sometimes a bit
overprotective of her clients, but there's nothimgng with that."



"Yes sir. We're very suspicious of the boy, andi@et quite strongly that he is
withholding valuable information.”

"Such as?"

"Such as the location of the senator's body."

"How can you assume this?"

"There's a lot to the story, Your Honor. And it M@take a while to explain it."

Harry played with his bow tie and gave Ord oneisfgatented scowls. He was thinking.
"So you want me to bring the kid in and ask himsjioms."

"Sort of. Mr. Fink has brought with him a petitiafleging the child to be a delinquent.”

This did not sit well with Harry. His shiny forehebavas suddenly wrinkled. "A rather
serious allegation. What type of offense has thiel committed?"

"Obstruction of justice.”

"You got any law?"

Fink had a file open, and he was on his feet handithin brief across the desk. Harry
took it, and began reading slowly. The room wasnsilK. O. Lewis had yet to say
anything, and this bothered him because he waas, @ff the number-two man at the FBI.
And this judge seemed not to care.

Harry flipped a page and glanced at his watch. liskening,” he said in Fink's direction.

"It's our position, Your Honor, that through hissm@presentations Mark Sway has
obstructed the investigation into this matter.”

"Which matter? The murder or the suicide?"

Excellent point, and as soon as he heard the guestnk knew Harry Roosevelt would
not be a pushover. They were investigating a myrdgra suicide. There was no law
against suicide, nor was there a law against wsingsone. "Well, Your Honor, the
suicide has some very direct links to the murdéBmfette, we think, and it's important
for the kid to cooperate.”

"What if the kid knows nothing?"

"We can't be certain until we ask him. Right nowshepeding the investigation, and, as
you well know, every citizen has a duty to assist enforcement officials."



"I'm well aware of that. It just seems a bit sevierallege the kid is a delinquent without
any proof."

"The proof will come, Your Honor, if we can get tkiel on the witness stand, under oath,
in a closed hearing and ask some questions. Tdiat®'re trying to do."

Harry tossed the brief into a pile of papers amdaeed his reading glasses. He chewed
on a stem.

Ord leaned forward and spoke solemnly. "Look, Judgee can take the kid into
custody, then have an expedited hearing, we thiskmatter will be resolved. If he states
under oath that he knows nothing about Boyd Boy#ien the petition is dismissed, the
kid goes home, and the matter is over. It's routNeeproof, no finding of delinquency,

no harm. But if he knows something relevant toltlwation of the body, then we have a
right to know and we think the kid will tell us dog the hearing."

"There are two ways to make him talk, Your Honé1iyik added. "We can file this
petition in your court and have a hearing, or we s@bpoena the kid to face the grand
jury in New Orleans. Staying here seems to be tiekgst and best route, especially for
the kid."

"l do not want this kid subpoenaed before a grang'j Harry said sternly. "Is that
understood?"

They all nodded quickly, and they all knew full Wislat a federal grand jury could
subpoena Mark Sway anytime it chose, regardletisedieelings of a local judge. This
was typical of Harry. Immediately throwing his pgotive blanket around any child
within reach of his jurisdiction.

"I'd much rather deal with it in my court,” he saaimost to himself.

"We agree, Your Honor," Fink said. They all agreed.

Harry picked up his daily calendar. As usual, isviled with more misery than he could
possibly handle in one day. He studied it. "Thdyations of obstruction are rather
shaky, in my opinion. But | can't prevent you fréiimg the petition. | suggest we hear
this matter at the earliest possible time. If tiekilk fact knows nothing, and | suspect this
to be the case, then | want it over and done \@thickly."

This suited everyone.

"Let's do it during lunch today. Where is the kmnr?"

"At the hospital,” Ord said. "His brother will beere lor an unspecified period of time.

The mother is confined to the room. Mark just sémoams about. Last night he stayed
with his lawyer."



"That sounds like Reggie," Harry said with affentidl see no need to take him into
custody."

Custody was very important to Fink and FoltriggeYyhvanted the kid picked up, hauled
away in a police car, placed in a cell of some,sortl in general frightened to the point
of talking.

"Your Honor, if | may," K.O. finally said. "We thkcustody is urgent.”
"Oh you do? I'm listening."

McThune handed Judge Roosevelt a glossy eightrby&avis handled the narration.
"The man in the picture is Paul Gronke. He's a tinoign New Orleans, and a close
associate of Barry Muldanno. He's been in MempihisesTuesday night. That photo was
taken as he entered the airport in New Orleansdhdur later he was in Memphis, and
unfortunately we lost him when he left the airgoete.” McThune produced two smaller
photos. "The guy with the dark shades is Mack Banmynvicted murderer with strong
mob ties in New Orleans. The guy in the suit isy&irini, another Mafia thug who
works for the Sulari family. Bono and Pirini arrdvé Memphis last night. They didn't
come here to eat barbecued ribs." He paused faratraeffect. "The kid's in serious
danger, Your Honor. The family home is a housddran north Memphis, in a place
called Tucker Wheel Estates."

"I'm very familiar with the place," Harry said, roing his eyes.

"About four hours ago, the trailer burned to theuyrd. The fire looks suspicious. We
think it's intimidation. The kid has been roamingwvil since Monday night. There's no
father, and the mother cannot leave the youngerlgswery sad, and it's very
dangerous.”

"So you've been watching him."

"Yes sir. His lawyer asked the hospital to proseeurity guards outside the brother's
room."

"And she called me," Ord added. "She is very camegiabout the kid's safety, and asked
me to request FBI protection at the hospital.”

"And we complied,” added McThune. "We've had asiéao agents near the room for
the past forty-eight hours. These guys are killémyr Honor, and they're taking orders
from Muldanno. And the kid's just roaming aroundivabus to the danger."

Harry listened to them carefully. It was a well-eahsed full court press. By nature, he
was suspicious of police and their kind, but tha&swot a routine case. "Our laws
certainly provide for the child to be taken intstady after the petition is filed," he said



to no one in particular. "What happens to the kitie hearing does not produce -what
you want, if the kid is in fact not obstructing jieg?"

Lewis answered. "We've thought about this, Your étfpand we would never do
anything to violate the secrecy of your hearings, B/e have ways of getting word to
these thugs that the kid knows nothing. Franklpeifcomes clean and knows nothing,
the matter is closed and Muldanno's boys will loserest in him. Why should they
threaten him if he knows nothing?"

"That makes sense," Harry said. "But what do yolif tfee kid tells you what you want
to hear. He's a marked little boy at that pointy'dgou think? If these guys are as
dangerous as you say, then our little pal coulohlserious trouble."

“I got preliminary arrangements to place him in Wigness protection program. All of
them Mark, his mother, and brother."

"Have you discussed this with his attorney?"

"No sir," Fink answered. "The last time we werdnar office she refused to meet with us.
She's been difficult too."

"Let me see your petition."”

Fink whipped it out and handed it to him. He caltgfput on his reading glasses and
studied it. When he finished, he handed it badkidx.

"l don't like this, gentlemen. | just don't likeetmell of it. I've seen a million cases, and
never one involving a minor and a charge of obsingqustice. | have an uneasy
feeling."

"We're desperate, Your Honor," Lewis confessed witireat deal of sincerity. "We have
to know what the kid knows, and we fear for hisegafThis is all on the table. We're not
hiding anything, and we're damned sure not tryingislead you."

"l certainly hope not." Harry glared at them. Helldgled something on scratch paper.
They waited and watched his every move. He glaatdds watch.

"I'll sign the order. | want the kid taken directtythe Juvenile Wing and placed in a cell
by himself. He'll be scared to death, and | want handled with velvet gloves. I'll
personally call his lawyer later in the morning."

They stood in unison and thanked him. He pointettiéodoor, and they left quickly
without handshakes or farewells.



21

Karen knocked lightly and entered the dark rooninaibasket of fruit. The card brought
get-well messages from the congregation of LittlegR Baptist Church. The apples and
bananas and grapes were wrapped in green cellopdrachéooked pretty sitting next to a
rather large and expensive arrangement of colfidwlers sent by the concerned friends
at Ark-Lon Fixtures.

The shades were drawn, the television was off vémeh Karen closed the door to leave,
none of the Sways had moved. Ricky had changedigmsand was now lying on his
back with his feet on the pillows and his headtenlilankets. He was awake, but for the
last hour had been staring blankly at the ceilinpout saying a word or moving an inch.
This was something new. Mark and Dianne sat negatt other on the foldaway bed
with their feet tucked under them and whispereduaibach things as clothing and toys
and dishes. There was fire insurance, but Diante'tdinow the extent of the coverage.

i ney spoke in hushed voices. It would be dayseeks before Ricky knew of the fire.

At some point in the morning, about an hour aftegéte and Clint left, the shock of the
news wore off and Mark started thinking. It wasyei@sthink in this dark room because
there was nothing else to do. The television cbeldised only when Ricky wanted it.
The shades remained closed if there was a chanwaseleeping. The door was always
shut.

Mark had been sitting in a chair under the telewiseating a stale chocolate chip cookie,
when it occurred to him that maybe the fire wasarotaiccident. Earlier, the.man with the
knife had somehow entered the trailer and foungtréait. His intent had been to wave
the knife and wave the portrait, and forever sielitle Mark Sway. And he had been
most successful. What if the fire was just anotkearinder from the man with the
switchblade? Trailers were easy to burn. The neididnd was usually quiet at four in
the morning. He knew this from experience.

This thought had stuck like a thick knot in hisadt, and his mouth was suddenly dry.
Dianne didn't notice. She'd been sipping coffeeatting Ricky.

Mark had wrestled with it for a while, then hadeaka short walk to the nurses' station,
where Karen showed him the morning paper.

The thought was so horrible, it seared itself imgmind, and after two hours of thinking
about it he was convinced the fire was intentional.



"What will the insurance cover?" he asked.

"Il have to call the agent. There are two pokgi# | remember correctly. One is paid by
Mr. Tucker on the trailer, because he owns it, thvedother is paid by us for the contents
of the trailer. The monthly rent is supposed tdude the premium for the insurance on
the contents. | think that's how it works."

This worried Mark immensely. There were many awfigimories from the divorce, and
he remembered his mother's inability to testifywtany of the financial affairs of the
family. She knew nothing. His ex-father paid thiésskand kept the checkbook and filed
the tax returns. Twice in the past two years thepteone had been cut off because
Dianne had forgotten to pay the bills. Or so sheé. $4e suspected each time that there
was no money to pay the bills.

"But what will the insurance pay for?" he asked.
"Furniture, clothes, kitchen utensils, | guess.tBhahat it usually covers."

There was a knock on the door, but it did not ogéry waited, then another knock.
Mark opened it slightly, and saw two new faces pegthrough the crack.

"Yes," he said, expecting trouble because the sward security guards allowed no one
to get this far. He opened the door a bit wider.

"Looking for Dianne Sway," said the nearest fadeeré was volume to this, and Dianne
started for the door.

"Who are you?" Mark asked, opening the door andkiwglinto the hall. The two
security guards were standing together to the regid three nurses were standing
together to the left, and all five appeared froastif witnessing a horrible event. Mark
locked eyes with Karen, and knew instantly somethwas terribly wrong.

"Detective Nassar, Memphis PD. This is Detectiviekthan."

Nassar wore a coat and tie, and Klickman wore ekijlagging suit with sparkling new
Nike Air Jordans. They were both young, probabligyethirties, and Mark immediately
thought of the old "Starsky and Hutch" reruns. Dialopened the door and stood behind
her son.

"Are you Dianne Sway?" Nassar asked.

"l am," she answered quickly.



Nassar pulled papers from his coat pocket and ltatiean over Mark's head to his
mother. "These are from Juvenile Court, Ms. Swey al summons for a hearing at noon
today."

Her hands shook wildly and the papers rattled agrédd hopelessly to make sense of
this.

"Could | see your badges?" Mark asked, rather gaoitler the circumstances. They both
grabbed and reached and presented their ideniticahder Mark's nose. He studied
them carefully, and sneered at Nassar. "Nice shhessaid to Klickman.

Nassar tried to smile. "Ms. Sway, the summons reguis to take Mark Sway into
custody at this time."

There was a heavy pause of two or three secontthe agord "custody"” settled in.

"What!" Dianne yelled at Nassar. She dropped thpeema The "What!" echoed down the
hallway. There was more anger in her voice than fea

"It's right here on the front page,” Nassar saickipg up the summons. "Judge's orders."
"You what!" she yelled again, and it shot throulgé &ir like the crack of a bullwhip.

"You can't take my son!" Dianne's face was redfardbody, all hundred and fifteen
pounds, was tense and coiled.

Great, thought Mark. Another ride in a patrol car.

Then his mother yelled, "You son of a bitch!" andrktried to calm her.

"Mom, don't yell. Ricky can hear you."

"Over my dead body!" she yelled at Nassar, just@scaway. Klickman backed away one
step, as if to say this wild woman belonged to ldass

But Nassar was a pro. He'd arrested thousandsk;IMs. Sway, | understand how you
feel. But | have my orders."

"Whose orders!"
"Mom, please don't yell,” Mark pleaded.

"Judge Harry Roosevelt signed the order about an &go. We're just doing our job, Ms.
Sway. Nothing's gonna happen to Mark. We'll take cd him."



"What's he done? Just tell me what's he done."r@iaarned to the nurses. "Can
somebody help me here?" she pleaded, and soungetifiglo "Karen, do something,
would you? Call Dr. Greenway. Don't just stand ¢her

But Karen and the nurses just stood there. The-bagsalready warned them.

Nassar was still trying to smile. "If you'll redaese papers, Ms. Sway, you'll see that a
petition has been filed in Juvenile Court allegmMark here to be_a delinquent because
he won't cooperate with the police and FBI. AndgiuBRoosevelt wants to have a hearing
at noon today. That's all.”

"That's all' You asshole! You show up here with ybitle papers and take away my son
and you say That's all'""

"Not so loud, Mom," Mark said. He'd hadn't heardrslanguage from her since the
divorce.

Nassar stopped trying to smile and pulled at threers of his mustache. Klickman for
some reason was glaring at Mark as if he swereial $a@ler they'd been tracking for
years. There was a long pause. Dianne kept botifsham Mark's shoulders. "You can't
have him!"

Finally, Klickman said his first words. "Look, MSway, we have no choice. We have to
take your son."

"Go to hell,” she snapped. "If you take him, youpvime first."

Klickman was a meathead with little finesse, andafgplit second his shoulders flinched
as if he would accept this challenge. Then he eglaand smiled.

"It's okay, Mom. I'll go. Call Reggie and tell termeet me at the jail. She'll probably
sue these clowns by lunch and have them fired tptmow."

The cops grinned at each other. Cute little kid.

Nassar then made the very sad mistake of reacbimgdrk's arm. Dianne lunged and
struck like a cobra. Whap! She slapped him ondfischeek and screamed, "Don't touch
him! Don't touch him!"

Nassar grabbed his face, and Klickman instantlplged her arm. She wanted to strike
again, but was suddenly spun around, and somehtve imidst of this her feet and
Mark's feet became tangled and they hit the flddou son of a bitch!" she kept
screaming. "Don't touch him."

Nassar reached down for some reason, and Diankedkiim on the thigh. But she was
barefoot and there was little damage. Klickman reashing down, and Mark was



scrambling to get up, and Dianne was kicking anshging and yelling, "Don't touch
him!" The nurses rushed forward and the securigrdsijoined in as Dianne got to her
feet.

Mark was pulled from the fracas by Klickman. Diaw&s held by the two security
guards. She was twisting and crying. Nassar wasimghhis face. The nurses were
soothing and consoling and trying to separate @vexy

The door opened, and Ricky stood in it holdingudfet! rabbit. He stared at Mark, whose
wrists were being held by Klickman. He stared atrhother, whose wrists were being
held by the security guards. Everyone froze anedtat Ricky. His face was as white as
the sheets. His hair stuck out in all directions outh was open, but he said nothing.
Then he started the low, mournful groan that onbrivhad heard before. Dianne yanked
her wrists free and picked him up. The nurses ¥ald her into the room and they tucked
him in the bed. They patted his arms and legstHaugroaning continued. Then the
thumb went in his mouth and he closed his eyesiigiday beside him in the bed and
began humming "Winnie the Pooh" and patting his.arm

"Let's go, kid," Klickman said.

"You gonna handcuff me?"

"No. This is not an arrest.”

"Then what the hell is it?"

"Watch your language, kid."

"Kiss my ass, you big stupid jock." Klickman stoppmld and glared down at Mark.
"Watch your mouth, kid," Nassar warned.

"Look at your face, hotshot. I think it's turninipé. Mom coldcocked you. Ha-ha. | hope
she broke your teeth."

Klickman bent over and put his hands on his kneesstared Mark directly in the eyes.
"Are you going with us, or shall we drag you ouhefe?"

Mark snorted and glared at him. "You think I'm szhof you, don't you? Let me tell you
something, meathead. I've got a lawyer who'll haeeout in ten minutes. My lawyer is
so good that by this afternoon you'll be lookingdaother job."

"I'm scared to death. Now let's go."

They started walking, a cop on each side of therdint.



"Where are we going?"

"Juvenile Detention Center."

"Is it sort of a jail?"

"It could be if you don't watch your smart mouth."

"You knocked my mother down, you know that. SHeve your job for that.”

"She can have my job," Klickman said. "It's a rotjeb because | have to deal with little
punks like you."

"Yeah, but you can't find another one, can youZ&hkao demand for idiots these days."
They passed a small crowd of orderlies and nuesebssuddenly Mark was a star. The
center of attention. He was an innocent man badaivay to the slaughter. He
swaggered a bit. They turned the corner, and teeetmembered the reporters.

And they remembered him. A flash went off as theytg the elevators, and two of the
loiterers with pencils and pads were suddenly stendext to Klickman. They waited for
the elevator.

"Are you a cop?" one of them asked, staring agtbwe-in-the-dark Nikes.

"No comment."

"Hey, Mark, where you going?" another asked frost pufew feet behind. There was
another flash.

"To jail," he said loudly without turning around.

"Shut up, kid," Nassar scolded. Klickman put a lye@wmn on his shoulder. The
photographer was beside them, almost to the eledatwr. Nassar held up an arm to
block his view. "Get away," he growled.

"Are you under arrest, Mark?" one of them yelled.

"No," Klickman snapped just as the door openedshliashoved Mark inside while
Klickman blocked the door until it started to close

They were alone in the elevator. "That was a stthpity to say, kid. Really stupid.”
Klickman was shaking his head.

"Then arrest me."



"Really stupid.”

"Is it against the law to talk to the press?"

"Just keep your mouth shut, okay?"

"Why don't you just beat the hell out of me, okangathead?"

"I'd love to."

"Yeah, but you can't, right? Because I'm justtielikid, and you're a big stupid cop and if
you touch me you'll get fired and sued and all.tiMau knocked my mother down,
meathead, and you haven't heard the last of it."

"Your mother slapped me," Nassar said.

"Good for her. You clowns have no idea what she&nithrough. You show up to get me
and act like it's no big deal, like just because'gcops and you've got this piece of
paper then my mother is supposed to get happyeamtirae off with a kiss. A couple of
morons. Just big, dumb, meatheaded cops."

The elevator stopped, opened, and two doctorsezht&éhey stopped talking and looked
at Mark. The door closed behind them, and theyicoat down. "Can you believe these
clowns are arresting me?" he asked the doctors.

They frowned at Nassar and Klickman.

"Juvenile Court offender," Nassar explained. Whyldo't the little punk just shut up?

Mark nodded at Klickman. "This one here with théecshoes knocked my mother down
about five minutes ago. Can you believe it?"

Both doctors looked at the shoes.

"Just shut up, Mark," Klickman said.

"Is your mother okay?" one of the doctors asked.

"Oh she's great. My little brother's in the psytigaward. Our trailer burned to the
ground a few hours ago. And then these thugs sipoand arrest me right in front of my

mother. Bigfoot here knocks her to the floor. Skieisg great.”

The doctors stared at the cops. Nassar watchdddtiand Klickman closed his eyes.
The elevator stopped and a small crowd boardedkKlan stayed close to Mark.



When all was quiet and they were moving again, Msaikl loudly, "My lawyer'll sue you
jerks, you know that, don't you? You'll be unemgdyhis time tomorrow." Eight sets of
eyes looked down in the corner, then up at thegubface of Detective Klickman.
Silence.

"Just shut up, Mark."
"And what if | don't? You gonna rough me up likeuydid my mother. Throw me down,
kick me a few times. You're just another meathesy gou know that, Klickman? Just

another fat cop with a gun. Why don't you loseva peunds?"

Neat rows of sweat broke out across Klickman'shfeael. He caught the eyes darting at
him from the crowd. The elevator was barely movidg.could have strangled Mark.

Nassar was pressed into the other rear cornethiaregirs were now ringing from the
slap to the head. He couldn't see Mark Sway, bubléd certainly hear him.

"Is your mother all right?" a nurse asked. She stasding next to Mark, looking down
and very concerned.

"Yeah, she's having a great day. She'd be a lt#rbef course, if these cops would leave
her alone. They're taking me to jail, you know #iat

"What for?"

"l don't know. They won't tell me. | was just mindimy own business, trying to console
my mother because our trailer burned to the grahisdmorning and we lost everything
we own, when they showed up with no warning, ané lheam on the way to jail."

"How old are you?"

"Only eleven. But that's not important to thesegguyhey'd arrest a four-year-old."”
Nassar groaned softly. Klickman kept his eyes @ose

"This is awful," the nurse said.

"You should've seen it when they had me and my erath the floor. Happened just a
few minutes ago on the Psychiatric Wing. It'll betbe news tonight. Watch the papers.
These clowns will be fired tomorrow. Then the lasu

They stopped on the ground floor, and the elevattgptied. He insisted on riding in the
rear seat, like a real criminal. The car was ananked Chrysler but he spotted it a
hundred yards away in the parking lot. Nas-sarkickman were afraid to speak to him.

They rode in the front seat in complete silenceitg he might do the same. They were
not so lucky.



"You forgot to read me my rights," he said as Nadsave as fast as possible.

No response from the front seat.

"Hey, you clowns up there. You forgot to read mengits."

No response. Nassar drove faster.

"Do you know how to read me my rights?"

No response.

"Hey, meathead. Yeah, you with the shoes. Do yawkinow to read me my rights?"
Klickman's breathing was labored, but he was detedto ignore him. Oddly, Nassar
had a crooked smile barely noticeable under theanhe. He stopped at a red light,
looked both ways, then gunned the engine.

"Listen to me, meathead, okay. I'll do it to myseKay. | have the right to remain silent.
Did you catch that? And, if | say anything, youwitws can use it against me in court. Get
that, meathead? Of course, if | said anything yomlohsses would forget it. Then there's
something about the right to a lawyer. Can you ketp this one, meathead? Yo!

meathead. What's the bit about the lawyer? I'va geamn television a million times."

Meathead Klickman cracked his window so he couthtite. Nassar glanced at the shoes
and almost laughed. The criminal sat low in the seat with his legs crossed.

"Poor meathead. Can't even read me my rights.
This car stinks, meathead. Why don't you cleandai® It smells like cigarette smoke."

"l hear you like cigarette smoke," Klickman saidddelt much better about himself.
Nassar giggled to help his friend. They'd takenughocrap off this brat.

Mark saw a crowded parking lot next to a tall bungd Patrol cars were parked in rows
next to the building. Nassar turned into the lad parked in the driveway.

They rushed him through the entrance doors and @oleng hallway. He had finally
stopped talking. He was on their turf. Cops werergwhere. Signs directed traffic to the
DUI holding tank, the jail, the visitors room, theceiving room. Plenty of signs and
rooms. They stopped at a desk with a row of clagemisit monitors behind it, and Nassar
signed some papers. Mark studied the surroundiKigkman almost felt sorry for him.
He looked even smaller.



They were off again. The elevator took them toftheth floor, and again they stopped at
a desk. A sign on the wall pointed to the juvemilag, and Mark figured he was getting
close.

A uniformed lady with a clipboard and a plastic thglaring her to be Doreen stopped
them. She looked at some papers, then at the @igbtSays here Judge Roosevelt
wants Mark Sway in a private room," she said.

"I don't care where you put him," Nassar said. t'falsee him."

She was frowning and looking at her clipboard. tOfirse, Roosevelt wants all juveniles
in private rooms. Thinks this is the Hilton."

"It's not?"

She ignored this, and pointed at a piece of papeaxéssar to sign. He scribbled his
name hurriedly, and said, "He's all yours. God lyelp."

Klickman and Nassar left without a word.

"Empty your pockets, Mark," the lady said as shedea him a large metal container. He
pulled out a dollar bill, some change, and a pdakuon. She counted it and wrote
something on a card, which she then inserted orrdeof the metal box. In a corner
above the desk, two cameras captured Mark, anduld see himself on one of the
dozen screens on the wall. Another lady in a umfaras stamping papers.

"Is this the jail?" Mark asked, cutting his eyeslhdirections.

"We call it a detention center," she said.

"What's the difference?"

This seemed to irritate her. "Listen, Mark, we giékinds of smart mouths up here, okay.
You'll get along much better if you keep your mositiut." She leaned into his face with

these words of warning, and her breath was stgheeites and black coffee.

"I'm sorry," he said, and his eyes watered. It smdldhit him. He was about to be locked
in a room far away from his mother, far away froeggie.

"Follow me," Doreen said, proud of herself for cestg a little authority to the
relationship. She whisked away with a ring of kdgsgling and rattling from her waist.
They opened a heavy wooden door and started thraingiiway with gray metal doors
spaced evenly apart on both sides of the corrleach little room had a number beside it.
Doreen stopped at Number 18 and unlocked it witha@her keys.

"In here," she said.



Mark walked in slowly. The room was about twelvetfeide and twenty feet long. The
lights were bright and the carpet was clean. Twakkheds were to his right. Doreen
patted the top bunk. "You can have either bed,"ssl@, ever the hostess. "Walls are
cinder block and windows are nonbreakable, so dign&nything."” There were two
windows-one in the door and one above the lavatorg,neither was big enough to stick
his head through. "Toilet's over there, stainlésslsCan't use ceramic anymore. Had a
kid break one and slice his wrists with a piecé.dut that was in the old building. This
place is much nicer, don't you think?"

It's gorgeous, Mark almost said. But he was sinkasg. He sat on the bottom bunk and
rested his elbows on his "knees. The carpet wasgrakn, the same type of commercial
blend he'd been studying at the hospital.

"You okay, Mark?" Doreen asked without the slightesce of sympathy. This was her
job.

"Can | call my mother?"

"Not yet. You can make a few calls in about an Hour

"Well, can you call her and just tell her I'm oke§f?e's worried sick."

Doreen smiled and the makeup cracked around her 8ye patted his head. "Can't do it,
Mark. Regulations. But she knows you're fine. Mpdioess, you'll be in court in a
couple of hours."

"How long do kids stsy in here?"

"Not long. A few weeks occasionally, but this istsaf a holding area until the kids are
processed and either sent back home or to a tgagminool." She was rattling her keys.
"Listen, | have to go now. The door locks autonalycwhen it's closed, and if it opens
without my little key here, then an alarm goesasftl mere s Dig trouble. So don't get
any ideas, okay, Mark?"

"Yes ma'am."

"Can | get you anything?"

"A telephone.”

"In just a little while, okay."

Doreen closed the door behind her. There was adbeld then silence.



He stared at the doorknob for a long time. Thisidiseem like jail. There were no bars
on the windows. The beds and floor were clean.ciinger block walls were painted a
pleasant shade of yellow. He'd seen worse, in thaeas.

There was so much to worry about. Ricky groanikg that again, the fire, Dianne
slowly unraveling, cops and reporters glued to hi@.didn't know where to start.

He stretched on the top bunk and studied the geivhere in the world was Reggie?

22

The chapel was cold and damp. It was a round mgjldiuck to the side of a mausoleum
like a cancerous growth. It was raining outside &vo television crews from New
Orleans huddled beside their vans and hid undereitab.

The crowd was respectable, especially for a mah matfamily. His remains were
packaged tastefully in a porcelain urn sitting anahogany table. Hidden speakers from
above brought forth one dreary dirge after anatisethe lawyers and judges and a few
clients ventured in and sat near the rear. BagyBilade strutted down the aisle with two
thugs in tow. He was properly dressed in a blaakbtisbreasted suit with a black shirt
and a black tie. Black lizard shoes. His ponytaikvimmaculate. He arrived late, and
enjoyed the stares from the mourners. After allj kaown Jerome Clifford for a long
time.

Four rows back, the Right Reverend Roy Foltrigovatit Wally Boxx and scowled at
the ponytail. The lawyers and judges looked at Mnft, then at Foltrigg, then back at
Muldanno. Strange, seeing them in the same room.

The music stopped, and a minister of some genaitic &ppeared in the small pulpit
behind the urn. He started with a lengthy obituzr\walter Jerome Clifford, and threw

in everything but the names of his childhood p&lss was not unexpected because when
the obituary was over there would be little to say.

It was a brief service, just as Romey had askehfbrs note. The lawyers and judges
glanced at their watches. Another mournful lamémoastarted from above, and the
minister excused everyone.



Romey's last hurrah was over in fifteen minuteeré&hwere no tears. Even his secretary
kept her composure. His daughter was not presami. $ad. He lived forty-four years
and no one cried at his funeral.

Foltrigg kept his seat and scowled at Muldannoeasttutted down the aisle and out the
door. Foltrigg waited until the chapel was empiygrt made an exit with Wally behind
him. The cameras were there, and that's exactly ihavanted. Earlier, Wally had

leaked a juicy tidbit about the great Roy Foltragtending the service, and also that there
was a chance Barry the Blade Muldanno would beeptedleither Wally nor Roy had

any idea whether Muldanno would attend, but it waly a leak so who cared if it was
accurate. It was working.

A reporter asked for a couple of minutes, and KEgtdid what he always did. He
glanced at his watch, looked terribly frustratedHuyg intrusion, and sent Wally after the
van. Then he said what he always said, "Okay, l@akenit quick. I'm due in court in
fifteen minutes." He hadn't been to court in threeks. He usually went about once a
month, but to hear him talk he lived in courtrootmattling the bad guys, protecting the
interests of the American taxpayers. A hard-chargimmebuster.

He squeezed under an umbrella and looked at thiecan. The reporter waved a
microphone in his face. "Jerome Clifford was alriVdhy did you attend his memorial
service?"

He was suddenly sad. "Jerome was a fine lawyeradridnd of mine. We faced each
other many times, but always respected each otWérdt a guy. Gracious even in death.
He hated Jerome Clifford and Jerome Clifford hdtima, but the camera saw only the
heartbreak of a grieving pal.

"Mr. Muldanno has hired a new lawyer and filed aiomfor a continuance. What is
your response to this?"

"As you know, Judge Lamond has scheduled a heanrtge continuance request for
tomorrow morning at 10 A.M. The decision will beshThe United States will be ready
for trial whenever he sets it."

"Do you expect to find the body of Senator Boy-&igéore trial?"

"Yes. | think we're getting close."

"Is it true you were in Memphis just hours after. \lifford shot himself?"

"Yes." He sort of shrugged as if it was no big deal

"There are news reports in Memphis that the kid was with Mr. Clifford when he shot
himself may know something about the Boyette cAsg.truth to this?"



He smiled sheepishly, another trademark. Whentisever was yes, but he couldn't say it,
but he wanted to send the message anyway, herjosed at the reporters and said, "l
can't comment on that," he said, glancing arountéitase was up and his busy trial
calendar was calling.

"Does the boy know where the body is?"

"No comment," he said with irritation. The rain grbarder, and splashed on his socks
and shoes. "l have to be going."

After an hour in jail, Mark was ready to escape.iitpected both windows. The one
above the lavatory had some wire in it, but thdtribt matter. What was troubling,
though, was the fact that any object exiting thiotlgs window, including a boy, would
fall directly down at least fifty feet, "and thdlfevould be stopped by a concrete sidewalk
lined with chain-link fencing and barbed wire. Aldmth windows were thick and too
small for escape, he determined.

He would be forced to make his break when theysfrarted him, maybe take a hostage
or two. He'd seen some great movies about jaillsrddis favorite was Escape from
Alcatmz with Clint Eastwood. He'd figure it out.

Doreen knocked on the door, jangled her keys, taqgped inside. She held a directory
and a black phone, which she plugged into the W#B.yours for ten minutes. No long
distance." Then she was gone, the door clickingliobehind her, the cheap perfume
floating heavy in the air and burning his eyes.

He found the number for St. Peter's, asked for RB48&) and was informed that no calls
were being put through to that room. Ricky's asl&éepthought.

Must be bad. He found Reggie's number, and listémééht's voice on the recorder. He
called Greenway's office, and was informed the @losas at the hospital. Mark
explained exactly who he was, and the secretadysta believed the doctor was seeing
Ricky. He called Reggie again. Same recording.gfteah urgent message-"Get me out
of jail, Reggie!" He called her home number, asstelned to another recording.

He stared at the phone. With about seven minutesehad to do something. He
flipped through the directory, and found the liggrfor the Memphis Police Department.
He picked the North Precinct and dialed the number.

"Detective Klickman," he said.

"Just a minute," said the voice on the other erheld for a few seconds, then a voke
said, "Who're you holding for?"

He cleared his throat and tried to sound gruff.tédogve Klickman."



"He's on duty."

"When will he be in?"

"Around lunch."

"Thanks." Mark hung up quickly, and wondered if times were bugged. Probably not.
After all, these phones were used by criminalsaaple like himself to call their
lawyers and talk business. There had to be privacy.

He memorized the precinct phone number and addressflipped to the Yellow Pages
under Restaurants. He punched a number, and dlfrieoice said, "Domino’'s Pizza.

May | take your order."

He cleared his throat and tried to sound hoarses,"Yd like to order four of your large
supremes.”

"Is that all?"

"Yes. Need them delivered at noon."

"Your name?"

"I'm ordering them for Detective Klickman, Northeemct."
"Delivered where?"

"North Precinct-3633 Alien Road. Just ask for Kirzkn."
"We've been there before, believe me. Phone nurhber?
"It's 555-8989."

There was a short pause as the adding machinetrapg'That'll be forty-eight dollars
and ten cents.”

"Fine. Don't need it until noon."

Mark hung up, his heart pounding. But he'd dormde, and he could do it again. He
found the Pizza Hut numbers, there were seventebtemphis, and started placing
orders. Three said they were too far away from down. He hung up on them. One
young girl was suspicious, said he sounded too goand he hung up on her too. But for
the most part it was just routine business-caticelthe order, give the address and phone
number, and allow free enterprise to handle thie res



When Doreen knocked on the door twenty minutes,lageewas ordering Klickman
some Chinese food from Wong Boys. He quickly hupgnd walked to the bunks. She
took great satisfaction in removing the phone, tidang toys away from bad little boys.
But she was not quick enough. Detective Klickmaa dalered about forty deep dish
supreme deluxe large pizzas and a dozen Chineskdsanall to be delivered around
noon, at a cost of somewhere in the neighborhodide@hundred dollars.

For his hangover, gronke sipped his fourth orangejof the morning and washed down
another headache powder. He stood at the winddwsdfotel room, shoes off, belt
unbuckled, shirt unbuttoned, and listened painfaiydack Nance reported the disturbing
news.

"Happened less than thirty minutes ago," Nance, séithg on the dresser, staring at the
wall, trying to ignore this goon standing at thendow with his back to him.

"Why?" Gronke grunted.

"Has to be youth court. They took him straightdib. j| mean, hell, they can't just pick a
kid, or anybody else for that matter, and take &iiraight to jail. They had to file
something in youth court. Cal's there now, checkirogit. Maybe we'll have it soon, |
don't know. Youth court records are locked upjnkhGet the damned records, okay."

Nance seethed but bit his tongue. He hated Gronétdis little band of cutthroats, and
even though he needed the hundred bucks an hauadéred of hanging around this
dirty, smoky room like a flunky waiting to be batckat. He had other clients. Cal was a
nervous wreck.

"We're trying," he said.

"Try harder,"” Gronke said to the window. "Now | gotall Barry and tell him the kid's
been taken away and there's no way to get to hohhi&n locked up somewhere,
probably with a cop sittin' outside his door." H@ghed the orange juice and tossed the
can in the general direction of the wastebasketidsed and rattled along the wall. He
glared at Nance.

"Barry'11 wanna know if there's a way to get thek MVhat would you suggest?"

"l suggest you leave the kid alone. This is not N@neans, and this is not just some little
punk you can rub out and make everything wondeTfuis kid's got baggage, lots of it.
People are watching him. If you do something stupad’ll have a hundred fibbies all
over your ass. You won't be able to breathe, andaym Mr. Muldanno will rot in jail.
Here, not New Orleans.”

"Yeah, yeah." Gronke waved both hands at him iguisand walked back to the
window. "l want you boys to keep watching him.Héy move him anywhere, | wanna
know it immediately. If they take him to court, Bwna know it. Figure it out, Nance.



This is your city. You know the streets and alléysleast you're supposed to. You're
gettin' paid good money."

"Yes sir," Nance said loudly, then left the room.
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At two hours every thursday morning, Reggie disappe into the office of Dr.Elliot
Levin, her longtime psychiatrist. Levin had beetdimgg her hand for ten years. He was
the architect who'd figured out the pieces andéduklper put the puzzle back together.
Their sessions were never disturbed.

Clint paced nervously in Levin's reception areariie had called twice already. She had
read the summons and petition to him over the phdeéhad called Judge Roosevelt,
and the detention center, and Levin's office, and he waited impatiently for eleven
o'clock. The receptionist tried to ignore him.

Rreggie was smiling when Dr. Levin finished withrhe
She pecked him on the cheek, and they walked hahdrid into his plush reception area,
where Clint was waiting. She stopped smiling. "Wéhtte matter?" she asked, certain

something terrible had happened.

"We need to go," Clint said, taking her arm andeusty her through the door. She
nodded good-bye to Levin, who was watching witleliest and concern.

They were on a sidewalk next to a small parking'lbhey've picked up Mark Sway.
He's in custody."

"What! Who!"
"Cops. A petition was filed this morning allegingalk to be a delinquent, and Roosevelt
issued an order to take him into custody."” Clins\gainting. "Let's take your car. I'll

drive."

"Who filed the petition?"



"Foltrigg. Dianne called from the hospital, thatlsere they got him. She had a big fight
with the cops, and scared Ricky again. I've talicelder and assured her you'll go get
Mark."

They opened and slammed doors to Reggie's cas@atfrom the parking lot.
"Roosevelt's scheduled a hearing for noon," Clplaned.

"Noon! You must be kidding. That's fifty-six minstérom now."

"It's an expedited hearing. | talked to him abauhaur ago, and he wouldn't comment
on the petition. Had very little to say, really. &k are we going?"

She thought about this for a second. "He's in #terdion center, and | can't get him out.
Let's go to Juvenile Court. | want to see the petjtand | want to see Harry Roosevelt.
This is absurd, a hearing within hours of filing thetition. The law says between three
and seven days, not three and seven hours."

"But isn't there a provision for expedited hearsi?Y

"Yeah, but only in extreme matters. They've fedridarbunch of crap. Delinquent!
What's the kid done? This is crazy. They're trymdprce him to talk, Clint, that's all."

"So you didn't expect this?"

"Of course not. Not here, not in Juvenile Couvk khought about a grand jury summons
for Mark from New Orleans, but not Juvenile Cottté's committed no delinquent act.
He doesn't deserve to be taken in."

"Well, they got him."

Jason McThune zipped his pants, and hit the ldéweettimes before the antique urinal
flushed. The bowl was stained with streaks of brewd the floor was wet, and he
thanked God he worked in the Federal Building, wharerything was polished and
spiffy. He'd lay asphalt with a shovel before hettk in Juvenile Court.

But he was here now, like it or not, wasting tinmetloe Boyette case because K. O.
Lewis wanted him here. And K.O. took orders' from M. Denton Voyles, director of

the FBI for forty-two years now. And in his “ortyxd years, no member of Congress and
certainly no U.S. senator had been murdered. Aadatt that the late Boyd Boyette had
been hidden so neatly was galling. Mr. Voyles waisequpset, not about the killing itself
but about the FBI's inability to solve it completel

McThune had a strong hunch Ms. Reggie Love wouigeashortly, since her client had
been snatched away from right under her nose, arigitred she'd be fuming when he
saw her. Maybe she'd understand that these legtédgies were being hatched in New
Orleans, not Memphis, and certainly not in hisaefi



Surely she would understand that he, McThune, ustssj humble FBI agent taking
orders from above and doing what the lawyers taid FPerhaps he could dodge her until
they were all in the courtroom.

Perhaps not. As McThune opened the rest room dabsi@pped into the hallway, he
was suddenly face-to-face with Reggie Love. Cliasva step behind her. She saw him
immediately, and within seconds he was backed agtie wall and she was in his face.
She was agitated.

"Morning, Ms. Love," he said, forcing a calm smile.

"It's Reggie, McThune."

"Morning, Reggie."

"Who's here with you?" she asked, glaring.

"Beg your pardon.”

"Your gang, your little band, your little group gbvernment conspirators. Who's here?"

This was not a secret. He could discuss this weth 'fGeorge Ord, Thomas Fink from
New Orleans, K. O. Lewis."

"Who's K. O. Lewis?"
"Deputy director, FBI. From D.C."

"What's he doing here?" Her questions were clippetirapid, and aimed like arrows at
McThune's eyes. He was pinned to the wall, afichdve, but gallantly trying to appear
nonchalant. If Fink or Ord or heaven forbid K. @wis happened into the hallway and
saw him huddled with her like this he'd never regov

"Well, I, uh-"

"Don't make me mention the tape, McThune," she, sa@htioning the damned thing
anyway. "Just tell me the truth.”

Clint was standing behind her, holding her brieécasd watching the traffic. He
appeared a bit surprised by this confrontationtaedspeed with which it was occurring.
McThune shrugged as if he'd forgotten about the,tapd now that she mentioned it,
what the hell. "I think Foltrigg's office called Mcewis and asked him to come down.
That's all."

"That's all? Did you guys have a little meetinghndudge Roosevelt this morning?"



"Yes, we did."
"Didn't bother to call me, did you?"
"Uh, the judge said he'd call you."

"l see. Are you planning to testify during thigléthearing?" She took a step back when
she asked this and McThune breathed easier.

"I'll testify if I'm called as a witness."

She stuck a finger in his face. The nail on the @ntiwas long, curved, carefully
manicured, and painted red, and McThune watchieauifully. "You stick with the facts,
okay. One lie, however small, or one bit of unstdit self-serving crap to the judge, or
one cheap-shot remark that hurts my client, ahdlidle your throat, McThune. You
understand?"

He kept smiling, glancing up and down the hallfahe were a pal and they were just
having a tiny disagreement. "l understand,” he, ggidning.

Reggie turned and walked away with Clint by heesMcThune turned and darted back
into the rest room, though he knew she ewouldrsithte to follow him in if she wanted
something.

"What was that all about?" Clint asked.

"Just keeping him honest.” They wove through croefdgigants-paternity defendants,
delinquent fathers, kids in trouble-and their lavgyleuddled in small packs along the
hallway.

"What's the bit about the tape?”

"l didn't tell you about it?"

"No."

"I'll play it for you later. It's hysterical." Shepened the door with JUDGE HARRY M.
ROOSEVELT painted on it, and they entered a smmathped room with four desks in
the center and rows of file cabinets around théswRleggie went straight for the first
desk on the left, where a pretty black girl wasngpThe plate on her desk gave the

name as Marcia Riggle. She stopped typing and dniiléello, Reggie,” she said.

"Hi, Marcia. Where's his honor?" |



On her birthdays, Marcia received flowers from ldne offices of Reggie Love, and
chocolates at Christmas. She was the right armeofyHRoosevelt, a man so overworked
he had no time to remember such things as speakmgnitments and appointments and
anniversaries. But Marcia always remembered. Rdugiehandled her divorce two years
ago. Momma Love had cooked lasagna for her.

"He's on the bench. Should be off in a few minu¥esi're on for noon, you know."
"That's what | hear."

"He's tried to call you all morning."

"Well, he didn't find me. I'll wait in his office."

"Sure. You want a sandwich? I'm ordering lunchhion now."

"No, thanks." Reggie took her briefcase and asKed © wait in the hall and watch for
Mark. It was twenty minutes before twelve, and Hdarriving soon.

Reggie entered the judge's office as if it weresh8he closed the door behind her.

Harry and Irene Roosevelt had also eaten at Momona's table. Few, if any, lawyers in
Memphis spent as much time in Juvenile Court agjiRdgove, and over the past four
years their lawyer-judge relationship had develdipesh one of mutual respect to one of
friendship. About the only asset Reggie had beear@d®d in the divorce from Joe
Cardoni was four season tickets for Memphis Staskétball. The threesome-Hatrry,
Irene, and Reggie-had watched many games at tlaniRyrsometimes joined by Elliot
Levin, or another male friend of Reggie's. The leéis&ll was usually followed by
cheesecake at Cafe Ex-presso in The Peabody,mandeg on Harry's mood, maybe a
"late dinner at Grisanti's in midtown. Harry waways hungry, always planning the next
meal. Irene fussed at him about his weight, satdenmre. Reggie occasionally kidded
him about it, and each time she mentioned poundslories, he immediately asked
about Momma Love and her pastas and cheeses ahkkiob

Judges are human. They need friends. He coulchdagarialize with Reggie Love or
any other lawyer for that matter and maintain mbiased judicial discretion.

She marveled at the organized debris of his offite floor was an ancient pale carpet,
most of it covered with neat stacks of briefs atiteolegal wisdoms all somehow
cropped off at the height of twelve inches. Sagggishelves lined two walls, but the
books could not be seen for the files and morekstatbriefs and memos tucked in front
of books with inches hanging perilously in mid&ed and manila files were crammed
everywhere. Three old wooden chairs sat pitifubjobe the desk. One had files on it.
One had files under it. One was vacant for the nminieit would doubtless be used for
some type of storage by the end of the day. Sherstitis one and looked at the desk.



Though it was allegedly made of wood, none wasigsexcept for the front and side
panels. The top could be leather or chrome, nonaméd ever know. Harry himself
could not remember what the top of his desk lodked The upper level was another of
Mar-cia's neat rows of legal papers, cropped dtteigches. Twelve inches for the floor,
eight for the desk. Underneath and next in depthahuge daily calendar for 1986,
which Harry had once used to draw and doodle omevisiening to lawyers bore him
with their arguments. Under the calendar was nosdand. Even Marcia was afraid to
go deeper.

She'd stuck a dozen notes on yellow Post-it patlsetdack of his chair. Evidently, these
were the most urgent of the morning's emergencies.

Despite the chaos of his office, Harry Roosevel tee most organized judge Reggie
had encountered in her four-year career. He watonoed to spend time studying the
law because he'd written most of it. He was knoartlie economy of his words, so his
orders and decrees tended to be lean by judieiatiards. He didn't tolerate lengthy
briefs written by lawyers, and he was abrupt whitbse who loved to hear themselves talk.
He managed his time wisely, and Marcia took cardefrest. His desk and office were
somewhat famous in Memphis legal circles, and Reggspected he enjoyed this. She
admired him immensely, not just for his wisdom amegrity, but also for his dedication
to this office. He could've moved up many years @ga stuffier place on the bench with
a fancy desk, and clerks and paralegals, and ciget, and dependable air-
conditioning.

She flipped through the petition. Foltrigg and Fimére the petitioners, their signatures at
the bottom. Nothing detailed, just broad, sweejgillggations about the juvenile, Mark
Sway, obstructing a federal investigation by refggio cooperate with the FBI and the
U.S. attorney's office for the Southern DistrictLoluisiana. She despised Foltrigg every
time she saw his name.

But it could be worse. Foltrigg's name could bthatbottom of a grand jury subpoena
demanding the appearance of Mark Sway in New Osldamould be perfectly legal and
proper for Foltrigg to do this, and she was a bipgased he had chosen Memphis as his
forum. New Orleans would be next if this didn't wor

The door opened, and a massive black robe lumbenrsdh Marcia in pursuit, holding a
list and clicking off things that had to be donemiediately. He listened without looking

at her, unzipped the robe and threw it at a chiaérone with the files under it.

"Good morning, Reggie," he said with a smile. Héqzhher on the shoulder as he
walked behind her. "That'll be all," he said calndyMarcia, who closed the door and left.
He picked the little yellow notes from his chaithaut reading them, then fell in it.
"How's Momma Love?" he asked.

"She's fine. And you?"



"Marvelous. Not surprised to see you here."

"You didn't have to sign a custody order. | woutdbrought him here, Harry, you k now
why . He must fell asleep last night in the swimgMdomma Love's porch. He's in good
hands."

Harry smiled and rubbed his eyes. Very few lawyalged him Harry in his office. But
he rather enjoyed it when it came from her. "RegBieggie. You never believe your
clients should be taken into custody."

"That's not true."

"You think all's well if you can just take them herand feed them."

"It helps.”

"Yes, it does. But according to Mr. Ord and the HBile Mark Sway could be in a world
of danger."

"What'd they tell you?"
"It'll come out during the hearing."

"They must've been pretty convincing, Harry. | gethour's notice of the hearing. That
has to be a record."

"l thought you'd like that. We can do it tomorrdwou'd prefer. | don't mind making Mr.
Ord wait."

"Not with Mark in custody. Release him to my custoand we'll do the hearing
tomorrow. | need some time to think."

"I'm afraid to release him until | hear proof.”

"Why?"

"According to the FBI, there are some very dangemeople now in the city who may
want to shut him up. Do you know a Mr. Gronke, aiglpals Bono and Pirini? Ever hear
of these guys?"

"NO_”

"Neither had I, until this morning. It seems thage gentlemen have arrived in our fair
city from New Orleans, and that they're close asses of Mr. Barry Muldanno, or the



Blade, as | believe he's known down there. Than# @&ganized crime never found
Memphis. This scares me, Reggie, really scareShmese men do not play games."

"Scares me t0o."
"Has he been threatened?"

"Yes. It happened yesterday at the hospital. Hermé about it, and he's been with me
ever since."

"So now you're a bodyguard.”

"No, I'm not. But | don't think the code gives yin@ authority to order custody of
children who may be in danger.”

"Reggie, dear, | wrote the code. | can issue aodysbrder for any child alleged to be
delinquent.”

True, he wrote the law. And the appellate courtslbag since ceased second-guessing
Harry Roosevelt.

"And according to Foltrigg and Fink, what are Mar&ns?"

Harry snatched two tissues from a drawer and biswdse. He smiled at her again. "He
can't keep quiet, Reggie. If he knows somethingnbst tell them. You know that." ,

"You're assuming he knows something."

"I'm not assuming anything. The petition makesaierallegations, and these allegations
are based partly on fact and partly on assump8ame as all petitions, | guess. Wouldn't
you say? We never know the truth until we havehidaring."

"How much of Slick Moeller's crap do you believe?"

"l believe nothing, Reggie, until it is told to meder oath, in my courtroom, and then |
believe about ten percent of it."

There was a long pause as the judge debated whetask the question. "So, Reggie,
what does the kid know?"

"You know it's privileged, Harry."
He smiled.-"So, he knows more than he should."

"You could say that."



"If it's crucial to the investigation, Reggie, thiea must tell."

"What if he refuses?”

"l don't know. We'll deal with that when it happeht®ow smart is this kid?"

"Very. Broken home, no father, working mother, grggvon the streets. The usual. |
talked to his fifth-grade teacher yesterday, andhbkes all A's except for math. He's
very bright, besides being street smart."

"No prior trouble.”

"None. He's a great kid, Harry. Remarkable, really.

"Most of your clients are remarkable, Reggie."

"This one is special. He's here through no fauhisfown."

"I hope he'll be fully advised by his lawyer. Theahing could get rough.”

"Most of my clients are fully advised."”

"They certainly are."

There was a brief knock at the door and Marcia apgze "Your client is here, Reggie.
Witness Room C."

"Thanks." She stood and walked to the door. '## gou in a few minutes, Harry."
"Yes. Listen to me. I'm tough on kids who don't pbee."

"l know."

He sat in a chair leaning against the wall withariss folded across his chest and a
frustrated look on his face. He'd been treateddikenvict for three hours now, and he
was getting used to it. He felt safe. He hadn'nld@=aten by the cops or by his fellow
inmates.

The room was tiny with no windows and bad lightiRgggie entered and moved a
folding chair near him. She'd been in this roomarrtiese circumstances many times.
He smiled at her, obviously relieved.

"So how's jail?" she asked.

"They haven't fed me yet. Can we sue them?"



"Maybe. How's Doreen, the lady with the keys?"
"A real snot. How do you know her?"

"I've been there many times, Mark. It's my job. Hasband is serving thirty years in
prison for bank robbery."

"Good. I'll ask her about him if | see her agaim Agoing back there, Reggie? I'd like to
know what's going on, you know."

"Well, it's very simple. We'll have a hearing be&f@dudge Harry Roosevelt in a few
moments, in his courtroom, that may last a coupleoars. The U.S. attorney and the
FBI are claiming you possess important informatemd | think we can expect them to
ask the judge to make you talk.”

"Can the judge make me talk?"

Reggie was speaking very slowly and carefully. Hean eleven-year-old child, a smart
one with plenty of street sense, but she'd seery fikenhim and knew that at this
moment he was nothing but a scared little boy. kghtrhear her words, and he might
not. Or, he might hear what he wanted to hearhedad to be careful.

"No one can make you talk."

"Good."

"But the judge can put you back in the same littkem if you don't talk.”

"Back in jail!"

"That's right."

"l don't understand. | haven't done a damned thirang, and I'm in jail. | just don't
understand this."

"It's very simple. If, and | emphasize the wordliidge Roosevelt instructs you to answer
certain questions, and if you refuse, then he cdah you in contempt of court for not
answering, for disobeying him. Now, I've never kmoan eleven-year-old kid to be held
in contempt, but if you were an adult and you retlut answer the judge's questions,
then you'd go to jail for contempt.”

"But I'm a kid."
"Yes, but | don't think he'll allow you to go fréeyou refuse to answer the questions.

You see, Mark, the law is very clear in this ark@erson who has knowledge of
information crucial to a criminal investigation cat withhold this information because



he feels threatened. In other words, you can't keggt because you're afraid of what
might happen to you or your family."

"That's a stupid law."

"l don't really agree with it either, but that's maportant. It is the law, and there are no
exceptions, not even for kids."

"So | get thrown in jail for contempt?"

"It's very possible."

"Can we sue the judge, or do something else tongebut?"

"No. You can't sue the judge. And Judge Roosesealtvery good and fair man."
"l can't wait to meet him."

"It won't be long now."

Mark thought about all this. His chair rocked metically against the wall. "How long
would I be in jail?"

"Assuming, of course, you're sent there, probahlyl you decide to comply with the
judge's orders. Until you talk."

"Okay. What if | decide not to talk. How long wilktay in jail? A month? A year? Ten
years?"

"I can't answer that, Mark. No one knows."
"The judge doesn't know?"

"No. If he sends you to jail for contempt, | doifidte has any idea how long he'll make
you stay."

Another long pause. He'd spent three hours in Désdiétle room, and it wasn't such a
bad place. He'd seen movies about prison in whactyg fought and rampaged and
homemade weapons were used to kill snitches. Guardsed inmates. Inmates attacked
each other. Hollywood at its finest. But this plazesn't so bad.

And look at the alternative. With no place to ¢adime, the Sway family now lived in
Room 943 of St. Peter's Charity Hospital. But tiheught of Ricky and his mother all
alone and struggling without him was unbearablavédyou talked to my mother?" he
asked.



"No, not yet. | will after the hearing."
"I'm worried about Ricky."

"Do you want your mother present in the courtroohewwe have this hearing? She
needs to be here."

"No. She's got enough stuff on her mind. You andr handle this mess."

She touched his knee, and swanted to cry. Someooekked on the door, and she said
loudly, "Just a minute."

"The judge is ready," came the reply.

Mark breathed deeply and stared at her hand oknleis. "Can | just take the Fifth
Amendment?"

"No. It won't work, Mark. I've already thought atiail The questions will not be asked
to incriminate you. They will be asked for the pasp of gathering information you may
have."

"I don't understand."

"l don't blame you. Listen to me carefully, MarHl. try to explain it. They want to know
what Jerome Clifford told you before he died. Thel ask you some very specific
guestions about the events immediately beforeulwde. They will ask you what, if
anything, Clifford told you about Senator Boyettimthing you tell them with your
answers will in any way incriminate you in the mer@f Senator Boyette. Understand?
You had nothing to do with it. And, you had nothiogdo with the suicide of Jerome
Clifford. You broke no laws, okay? You're not afges in any crime or wrongdoing.
Your answers cannot incriminate you. So, you cahiu# under the protection of the
Fifth Amendment." She paused and watched him gloS6hderstand?"

"No. If | didn't do anything wrong, why was | pidgkelip by the cops and taken to jail?
Why am | sitting here waiting for a hearing?"

"You're here because they think you know somethialgable, and because, as | stated,
every person has a duty to assist law enforcenféaiads in the course of their
investigation."

"| still say it's a stupid law."

"Maybe so. But we can't change it today."



He rocked forward and set the chair on all fourseed to know something, Reggie.
Why can't | just tell them | know nothing? Why ddrsay that me and old Romey talked
about suicide and going to heaven and hell, yowkistuff like that.”

"Tell lies?"

"Yeah. It'll work, you know. Nobody knows the trdtht Romey, me, and you. Right?
And Romey, bless his heart, ain't talking."

"You can't lie in court, Mark." She said this wah the sincerity she could muster. Hours
of sleep had been lost trying to formulate the ardw this inevitable question. She
wanted so badly to say "Yes! That's it! Lie, Mdr&!"

Her stomach ached and her hands almost shookheutedd firm. "I cannot allow you to
lie to the court. You'll be under oath, so you medtthe truth."

"Then it was a mistake to hire you, wasn't it?"

"l don't think so."

"Sure it was. You're making me tell the truth, amthis case the truth might get me
killed. If you weren't around, I'd march in thereddie my little butt off and me and Mom
and Ricky would all be safe.”

"You can fire me if you like. The court will appdianother lawyer."

He stood and walked to the darkest corner of tbent@and began crying. She watched
his head sink and his shoulders sag. He covereslybis with the back of his right hand,
and sobbed loudly.

Though she'd seen it many times, the sight of lal dleiared and suffering was unbearable.
She couldn't keep from crying too.
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Two deputies escorted him into the courtroom frosa door, away from the main
hallway where the curious were known to lurk, blitKSMoeller anticipated this little
maneuver and watched it all from behind a newsppseéia few feet away.



Reggie followed her client and the deputies. Ghiatted outside. It was almost a quarter
after noon, and the jungle of Juvenile Court haeted a bit for lunch.

The courtroom was of a shape and design Mark heerrseen on television. It was so
small! And empty. There were no benches or seatspectators. The judge sat behind an
elevated structure between two flags with the yusil behind him. Two tables were in

the center of the room, facing the judge, and oag already occupied with men in dark
suits. To the judge's right was a tiny table wharelder woman was nipping through a
stack of papers, very bored with it all, it seemadtjl he entered the room. A gorgeous
young lady sat ready with a stenographic machirexctly in front of the judge's bench.
She wore a short skirt and her legs were attractilzg of attention. She couldn't be older
than sixteen, he thought as he followed Reggibeo table. A bailiff with a gun on his

hip was the final actor in the play.

Mark took his seat, very much aware that everyoas staring at him. His two deputies
left the room, and when the door closed behind ttresmudge picked up the file again
and flipped through it. They had been waiting fog juvenile and his lawyer, and now it
was time for everyone to wait for the judge agRules of courtroom etiquette must be
followed.

Reggie pulled a single legal pad from her briefas# began writing notes. She held a
tissue in one hand, and dabbed her eyes with itk Btared at the table, eyes still wet but
determined to suck it up and be tough throughdhieal. People were watching.

Fink and Ord stared at the court reporter's leps. Skirt was halfway between knee and
hip. It was tight and seemed to slide upward jusaetion of an inch every minute or so.
The tripod holding her recording machine sat firlo&tween her knees. In the coziness
of Harry's courtroom, she was fewer than ten fegtya and the last thing they needed
was a distraction. But they kept staring. Thereslifiped upward another quarter of an
inch.

Baxter L. McLemore, a young attorney fresh from kskool, sat nervously at the table
with Mr. Fink and Mr. Ord. He was a lowly assistanth the county attorney general's
office, and it had fallen to his lot to prosecutethis day in Juvenile Court. This was
certainly not the glamorous end of prosecution diiting next to George Ord was quite a
thrill. He knew nothing about the Sway case, and®d had explained in the hallway
just minutes earlier that Mr. Fink would handle tearing. With the court's permission,
of course. Baxter was expected to sit there anklhdee, and keep his mouth shut.

"Is the door locked?" the judge finally asked ia tfeneral direction of the bailiff.
"Yes sir."

"Very well. | have reviewed the petition, and | aeady to proceed. For the record, | note
the child is present along with counsel, and thatahild's mother, who is alleged to be



his custodial parent, was served with a copy opitgion and a summons this morning.
However, the child's mother is not present in tn@ttoom, and this concerns me." Harry
paused for a moment and seemed to read from #he fil

Fink decided this was the appropriate time to déistabimself in this matter, and he
stood slowly, buttoning his jacket, and addreskedcourt. "Your Honor, if | may, for the
record, I'm Thomas Fink, Assistant U.S. Attornelytfee Southern District of Louisiana."”

Harry's gaze slowly left the file and settled onl&iwho was standing stiff-backed, very
formal, frowning intelligently as he spoke, stitidling with the top button of his jacket.

Fink continued. "I am one of the petitioners irstmatter, and, if | may, | would like to
address the issue of the presence of the childsend Harry said nothing, just stared as
if in disbelief. Reggie couldn't help but smile.eSkhinked at Baxter McLemore.

Harry leaned forward, and rested on his elbow$ iasrigued by these great words of
wisdom flowing from this gifted legal mind.

Fink had found an audience. "Your Honor, it's oosipon, the position of the petitioners,
that this matter is of a nature so urgent thathbering must take place immediately. The
child is represented by counsel, quite competembsel | might add, and none of the
child's legal rights will be prejudiced by the ahse of his mother. From what we
understand, the mother's presence is requiredeblgatiside of her youngest son, and so,
well, who knows when she might be able to attehdaring. We just think it's important,
Your Honor, to proceed immediately with this hegrin

"You don't say?" Harry asked.
"Yes sir. This is our position."

"Your position, Mr. Fink," Harry said very slowlynd very loudly with a pointed finger,
"Iis in that chair right there. Please sit, ancelisto me very carefully, because | will say
this only once. And if | have to say it again, llwlio so as they are putting the handcuffs
on you and taking you away for a night in our sgldnail.”

Fink fell into his chair, mouth open, gaping intzkfief.

Harry scowled over his reading glasses and lookaghbt down at Thomas Fink. "Listen
to me, Mr. Fink. This is not some fancy courtroanNiew Orleans, and | am not one of
your federal judges. This is my little private cmaom, and | make the rules,-Mr. Fink.
Rule number one is that you speak in my courtroaiy when you are first spoken to by
me. Rule number two is that you do not grace hiehavith unsolicited speeches,
comments, or remarks. Rule number three is thatdner does not like to hear the
voices of lawyers. His honor has been hearing tliesmes for twenty years, and his
honor knows how lawyers love to hear themselvés Riile number four is that you do



not stand in my courtroom. You sit at that tabld aay as little as possible. Do you
understand these rules, Mr. Fink?"

Fink stared blankly at Harry and tried to nod.

Harry wasn't finished. "This is a tiny courtroomy.NFink, designed by myself a long
time ago for private hearings. We can all see aat bach other just fine, so just keep
your mouth shut and your butt in your seat, and get along fine."

Fink was still trying to nod. He gripped the arnfighee chair, determined never to rise
again. Behind him, McThune, the lawyer hater, yaselppressed a smile.

"Mr. McLemore, | understand Mr. Fink wants to hanthlis case for the prosecution. Is
this agreeable?"

"Okay with me, Your Honor."
"Il allow it. But try and keep him in his seat.”

Mark was terrified. He had hoped for a kind, genttt man with lots of love and
sympathy. Not this. He glanced at Mr. Fink, whoseknwas crimson and whose
breathing was loud and heavy, and he almost fety $or him.

"Ms. Love," the judge said, suddenly very warm aathpassionate, "I understand you
may have an objection on behalf of the child."

"Yes, Your Honor." She leaned forward and spokédedtely in the direction of the
court reporter. "We have several objections wé&e 0 make at this time, and | want
them in the record.”

"Certainly," Harry said, as if Reggie Love could/baanything she wanted. Fink sank
lower and felt even dumber. So much for impressnggcourt with an initial burst of
eloquence.

Reggie glanced at her notes. "Your Honor, | reqthestranscript of these proceedings be
typed and prepared as soon as possible to fagiifaemergency appeal if necessary."

"So ordered."

"l object to this hearing on several grounds. Firidequate notice has been given to the
child, his mother, and to his lawyer. About threeifs have passed since the petition was
served upon the child's mother, and though | hapeessented the child for three days
now, and everyone involved has known this, | wasnadified of this hearing until
seventy-five minutes ago. This is unfair, absurdi an abuse of discretion by the court.”

"When would you like to have the hearing, Ms. Ldvearry asked.



"Today's Thursday," she said. "What about Tuesdayednesday of next week?"

"That's fine. Say Tuesday at nine." Harry looke#iak, who still hadn't moved and was
afraid to respond to this. "Of course, Ms. Love thild will remain in custody until
then."

"The child does not belong in custody, Your Honor."

"But I've signed a custody order, and | will nagaid it while we wait for a hearing. Our
laws, Ms. Love, provide for the immediate takingaiéged delinquents, and your client
is being treated no differently from others. Pbhgre are other considerations for Mark

Sway, and I'm sure these will be discussed shbortly.

"Then | cannot agree on a continuance if my cheititremain in custody.”

"Very well," his honor said properly. "Let the redaeflect a continuance was offered by
the court and declined by the child."

"And let the record also reflect the child declirredontinuance because the child does
not wish to remain in the Juvenile Detention Ceatey longer than he has to."

"So noted," Harry said with a slight grin. "Plegseceed, Ms. Love."

"We also object to this hearing because the chidther is not present. Due to extreme
circumstances, her presence is not possible atitfies and keep in mind, Your Honor,
the poor woman was first notified barely three Iscago. The child here is eleven years
old and deserves the assistance of his motheroAg«yow, Your Honor, our laws
strongly favor the presence of the parents in thesgings, and to proceed without
Mark's mother is unfair.”

"When can Ms. Sway be available?"

"No one knows, Your Honor. She is literally confini® the hospital room with her son
who's suffering from post-traumatic stress. Hertdoallows her out of the room only for
minutes at a time. It could be weeks before sheigable."

"So you want to postpone this hearing indefinitély?

"Yes sir."

"All right. You've got it. Of course, the child wilemain in custody pending the hearing."
"The child does not belong in custody. The chiltl make himself available any time

the court wants. There's nothing to be gained lepiag the child locked up until a
hearing."



"There are complicating factors in this case, Msvé, and I'm not inclined to release this
child before we have this hearing and it's deteeshinow much he knows. It's that simple.
I'm afraid to release him at this time. If | did smd if something happened to him, I'd
carry the guilt to my grave. Do you understand,this. Love?"

She understood, though she wouldn't admit it. &fraid you're making this decision
based on facts not in evidence."”

"Maybe so. But | have wide discretion in these srattand until | hear the proof I'm not
inclined to release him."

"That'll look good on appeal,” she snapped, andyHzidn't like it.

"Let the record reflect a continuance was offerethe child until his mother could be
present, and the continuance was declined by titek'ch

To which Reggie quickly responded, "And also let tacord reflect the child declined
the continuance because the child does not wistnain in the Juvenile Detention
Center any longer than he has to."

"So noted, Ms. Love. Please continue."

"The child moves this court to dismiss the petitiibed against him on the grounds that
the allegations are without merit and the petitias been filed in an effort to explore
things the child might know. Trie petitioners, Fiakd Foltrigg, are using this hearing as
a fishing expedition for their desperate crimimalastigation. Their petition is a hopeless
mishmash of maybes and what-ifs, and filed und#ér wéthout the slightest hint of the
real truth. They're desperate, Your Honor, and'tbdere shooting in the dark hoping
they hit something. The petition should be dismdssed we should all go home."

Harry glared down at Fink, and said, "I'm inclintedagree with her, Mr. Fink. What
about it?"

Fink had settled into his chair and watched wittfmt as Reggie's first two objections
had been shot down by his honor. His breathing simeiurned to normal and his face
had gone from crimson to pink, when suddenly tligguwas agreeing with her and
staring at him.

Fink bolted to the edge of his chair, almost stbotlcaught himself, and started
stuttering. "Well, uh, Your Honor, we, uh, can peawr allegations if given the chance.
We, uh, believe what we've said in the petition-"

"l certainly hope so," Harry sneered.



"Yes sir, and we know that this child is impedingiavestigation. Yes sir, we are
confident we can prove what we've alleged.”

"And if you can't?"
"Well, I, uh, we, feel sure that-"

"You realize, Mr. Fink, that if | hear the proofiinis case and find you're playing games,
| can hold you in contempt. And, knowing Ms. Lobe tway | do, I'm sure there will be
retribution from the child.”

"We intend to file suit first thing in the morningpur Honor," Reggie added helpfully.
"Against both Mr. Fink and Roy Foltrigg. They'reusing this court and the juvenile
laws of the state of Tennessee. My staff is workinghe lawsuit right now."

Her staff was sitting outside in the hallway eatn§nickers bar and sipping a diet cola.
But the threat sounded ominous in the courtroom.

Fink glanced at George Ord, his co-counsel, whositiag next to him making a list of
things to do that afternoon, and nothing on thehigsl anything to do with Mark Sway or
Roy Foltrigg. Ord superviseu twenty-eight lawyersrking thousands of cases, and he
just didn't care about Barry Muldanno and the bodBoyd Boyette. It wasn't in his
jurisdiction. Ord was a busy man, too busy to wastaable time playing gofer for Roy
Foltrigg.

But Fink was no featherweight. He'd seen his sbarasty trials and hostile judges and
skeptical juries. He was rallying quite nicely. '"fdHonor, the petition is much like an
indictment. Its truth cannot be ascertained withbearing, and if we can get on with it
we can prove our allegations."

Harry turned to Reggie. "I'll take this motion tismiss under advisement, and I'll hear
the petitioners' proof. If it falls short, therl grant the motion and we'll go from there."

Reggie shrugged as if she expected this.
"Anything else, Ms. Love?"
"Not at this time."

"Call your first witness, Mr. Fink," Harry said. Tl make it brief. Get right to the point.
If you waste time, I'll jump in with both feet argpeed things along."”

"Yes sir. Sergeant Milo Hardy of the Memphis polis®ur first withess."

Mark had not moved during these preliminary skitmeis He wasn't sure if Reggie had
won them all, or lost them all, and for some readsewlidn't care. There was something



unfair about a system in which a little kid wasuaybt into a courtroom , and surrounded
by lawyers arguing and sniping at each other uttfdescornful eye of a judge, the
referee, and somehow in the midst of this barrdd@ws and code sections and motions
and legal talk the kid was supposed to know what appening to him. It was
hopelessly unfair.

And so he just sat and stared at the floor neacahet reporter. His eyes were still wet
and he couldn't make them stay dry.

The courtroom was silent as Sergeant Hardy wakddtdHis honor relaxed in his chair
and removed his reading glasses. "l want this end¢hbord,” he said. He glared at Fink
again. "This is a private and confidential matféis hearing is closed for a reason. |
defy anyone to repeat any word uttered in this réaaay, or to discuss any aspect of this
proceeding. Now, Mr. Fink, | realize you must regorthe U.S. attorney in New Orleans,
and | realize Mr. Foltrigg is a petitioner and laasght to know what happens here. And
when you talk to him, please explain that | am wgpget by his absence. He signed the
petition, and he should be here. You may expla@séhproceedings to him, and only to
him. No one else. And you are to tell him to keeplig mouth shut, do you understand,
Mr. Fink?"

"Yes, Your Honor."

"Will you explain to Mr. Foltrigg that if | get with of any breach in the confidentiality of
these proceedings that | will issue a contemptroadd attempt to have him jailed?"

"Yes, Your Honor."

He was suddenly staring at McThune and K. O. LeWhey were seated immediately
behind Fink and Ord.

"Mr. McThune and Mr. Lewis, you may now leave tloeidiroom," Harry said abrupdy.
They grabbed the armrests as their feet hit tha.fleink turned and stared at them, then
looked at the judge.

"Uh, Your Honor, -would it be possible tor gentlente remain in the-"

"l told them to leave, Mr. Fink," Harry said loudRIf they're gonna be witnesses, we'll
call them later. If they're not witnesses, theyenaw business here and they can wait in
the hall with the rest of the herd. Now, move aloggntlemen.”

McThune was practically jogging for the door withdle slightest hint of wounded pride,
but K. O. Lewis was pissed. He buttoned his jaeket stared at his honor, but only for a
second. No one had ever won a staring contesthéthy Roosevelt, and K. O. Lewis
was not about to try. He strutted for the door,alihivas already open as McThune
dashed through it.



Seconds later, Sergeant Hardy entered and sa withess chair. He was in full uniform.
He shifted his wide ass in the padded seat, anevdrink was frozen, afraid to begin
without being told to do so.

Judge Roosevelt rolled his chair- to the end otidnech and peered down at Hardy.
Something had caught his attention, and Hardyilsagl fat toad on a stool until he
realized his honor was just inches away.

"Why are you wearing the gun?" Harry asked.

Hardy looked up', startled, then jerked his healisgaight hip as if the gun were a
complete surprise to him also. He stared at if tteidamned thing had somehow stuck
itself to his body.

"Well, I-"

"Are you on duty or off, Sergeant Hardy?"

"Well, off."

"Then why are you wearing a uniform, and why inwWwld are you wearing a gun in my
courtroom?"

Mark smiled for the first time in hours.

The bailiff had caught on and was rapidly approaglihe witness stand as Hardy jerked
at his belt and removed the holster. The baliliffied it away as if it were a murder
weapon.

"Have you ever testified in court?" Harry asked.

Hardy smiled like a child and said, "Yes sir, mainyes."

"You have?"

"Yes sir. Many times."

"And how many times have you testified while wegryour gun?"

"Sorry, Your Honor."

Harry relaxed, looked at Fink, and waved at Harslyf & were now permissible to get on
with it. Fink had spent many hours in courtroomsamyithe past twenty years, and took

great pride in his trial skills. His record was imagsive. He was glib and smooth, quick
on his feet.



But he was slow on his ass, and this sitting winilerrogating a witness was such a
radical way of finding truth. He almost stood agaaught himself again, and grabbed
his legal pad. His frustration was apparent.

"Would you state your name for the record?" he dske short, rapid burst.
"Sergeant Milo Hardy, Memphis Police Department.”

"And what is your address?"

Harry held up a hand to cut off Hardy. "Mr. Finkhyvdo you need to know where this
man lives?"

Fink stared in disbelief. "l guess, Your Honos jtist a routine question.”
"Do you know how much | hate routine questions, Mnk?"
"I'm beginning to understand.”

"Routine questions lead us nownere . Routine questivaste hours and hours of
valuable time. | do not want to hear another rautjnestion. Please."

"Yes, Your Honor. I'll try."
"l know it's hard."

Fink looked at Hardy and tried desperately to tlohk brilliantly original question.
"Last Monday, Sergeant, were you dispatched tstle@e of a shoot-ing?"

Harry held up his hand again, and Fink slumpedsrsiat. "Mr. Fink, | don't know how
you folks do things in New Orleans, but here in Nidams we make our witnesses swear
to tell the truth before they start testifyings ltalled 'Placing them under oath.' Does that
sound familiar?"

Fink rubbed his temples and said, "Yes sir. Conédwitness please be sworn?"

The elderly woman at the desk suddenly came to3ife sprang to her feet and yelled at
Hardy, who was less than fifteen feet away. "Rg@a right hand!"

Hardy did this, and was sworn to tell the truthe $&turned to her seat, and to her nap.
"Now, Mr. Fink, you may proceed,” Harry said witmasty little smile, very pleased that

he'd caught Fink with his pants down. He relaxedighrmassive seat, and listened
intently to the rapid question and answer routirag followed.



Hardy spoke in a chatty voice, eager to help,dtilittle details. He described the scene
of the suicide, the position of the body, the ctindiof the car. There were photographs,
if his honor would like to see them. His honor d&dl. They were completely irrelevant.
Hardy produced a typed transcript of the 911 caltlenby Mark, and offered to play the
recording if his honor would like to hear it. Nos lmonor said.

Then Hardy explained with great joy the capturgafng Mark in the woods near the
scene, and of their ensuing conversations in hiisatahe Sway trailer, en route to the
hospital, and over dinner in the cafeteria. He dieed his gut feeling that young Mark
was not telling the complete truth. The kid's stags flimsy, and through skillful
interrogation with just the right touch of subtlebe, Hardy, was able to poke all sorts of
holes in it.

The lies were pathetic. The kid said he and hishierostumbled upon the car and the
dead body; that they did not hear any gunshotsihiegy -were just a couple of kids
playing in the woods, minding their own busines&l aomehow they found this body. Of
course, none of Mark's story was true, and Hardy guack to catch on.

With great detail, Hardy described the conditiomMairk's face, the swollen eye and
puffy lip, the blood around the mouth. Kid saidchieéen in a fight at school. Another sad
little lie.

After thirty minutes, Harry grew restless and Fo&k the hint. Reggie had no cross-
examination, and when Hardy stepped down andHeftaom there was no doubt that
Mark Sway was a liar who'd tried to deceive thescdphings would get worse.

When his honor had asked Reggie if she had anytignegor Sergeant Hardy, she
simply said, "I've had no time to prepare for thiess."

McThune was called as the next witness. He gavediltsto tell the truth and sat in the
witness chair. Reggie slowly reached into her basé and withdrew a cassette tape. She
held it casually in h er hand , when McThune glanaeher she tapped it softly on her
legal pad. He closed his eyes.

She carefully placed the tape on the pad, and biegeing its edges with her pen.

Fink was quick, to the point, and by now fairly ptlat avoiding even vaguely routine
guestions. It was a new experience for him, thisieht use of swords, and the more he
did it the more he liked it.

McThune was as dry as cornmeal. He explained tigeefprints they found all over the
car, and on the gun and the bottle, and on thebwgaper. He speculated about the kids
and the garden hose, and showed Harry the Vir§hias cigarette butts found under the
tree. He also showed Harry the suicide note Idfirigeby Clifford, and again gave his
thoughts about the additional words added by &wifft pen. He showed Harry the Bic
pen found in the car, and said there was no doubClfford had used this pen to scrawl



these words. He talked about the speck of blooddan Clifford's hand. It wasn't
Clifford's blood, but was of the same type as Mawkay's, who just happened to have a
busted lip and a couple of wounds from the affair.

"You think Mr. Clifford struck the child at some ipbduring all this?" Harry asked.
"l think so, Your Honor."

McThune's thoughts and opinions and speculatiome wigjectionable, but Reggie kept
quiet. She'd been through many of these hearinishérry, and she knew he would
hear it all and decide what to believe. Objectirauisl do no good.

Harry asked how the FBI obtained a fingerprint friiva child to match those found in
the car. M cTh une took a deep breath, and toldtaihe Sprite can at the hospital, but
was quick to point out that they were not invedtigathe child as a suspect when this
happened, just as a witness, and so therefordetialywas okay to lift the print. Harry
didn't like this at all, but said nothing. McThuaeephasized that if the child had been an
actual suspect, they would never have dreamectalisg) a print. Never.

"Of course you wouldn't,” Harry said with enougincsgm to make McThune blush.

Fink walked him through the events of Tuesday diwe after the suicide, when young
Mark hired a lawyer. They tried desperately to taith him, then to his lawyer, and
things just deteriorated.

McThune behaved himself and stuck to the factdeHe¢he room in a quick dash for the
door, and he left behind the undeniable fact toaing Mark was quite a liar.

From time to time, Harry watched Mark during thstit|mony of Hardy and McThune.
The kid was impassive, hard to read, preoccupidid an invisible spot somewhere on
the floor. He sat low in his seat and ignored Redgi the most part. His eyes were wet,
but he was not crying. He looked tired and sad,@uésionally glanced at the witness
when his lies were emphasized.

Harry had watched Reggie many times under thesarostances, and she usually sat
very close to her young clients and whispered ¢ontlas the hearings progressed. She
would pat them, squeeze their arms, give reassesatecture them if necessary.
Normally, she was in constant motion, protectingdiients from the harsh reality of a
legal system run by adults. But not today. Sheagdrat her ciieni occasionally as if
waiting for a signal, but he ignored her.

"Call your next witness," Harry said to Fink, whaswesting on his elbows, trying not to
stand. He looked at Ord for help, then at his honor

"Well, Your Honor, this may sound a bit stranget, kalilike to testify next."



Harry ripped off his reading glasses and glardérat. "You're confused, Mr. Fink.
You're the lawyer, not a witness."

"I know that, sir, but I'm also the petitioner, ah&now this may be a bit out of order,
but | think my testimony could be important.”

"Thomas Fink, petitioner, lawyer, witness. You wamptay bailiff, Mr. Fink? Maybe take
down a bit of stenography? Perhaps wear my roba Yahnile? This is not a courtroom,
Mr. Fink, it's a theater. Why don't you just choasg role you like?"

Fink stared blankly at the bench without making egetact with his honor. "l can
explain, sir," he said meekly.

"You don't have to explain, Mr. Fink. I'm not blindou boys have rushed in here half-
ass prepared. Mr. Foltrigg should be here, butrw'sand now you need him. You
figured you could throw together a petition, bringsome FBI brass, hook in Mr. Ord
here, and I'd be so impressed I'd just roll over @manything you asked. Can | tell you
something, Mr. Fink?"

Fink nodded.

"I'm not impressed. I've seen better work at higfiosl mock trial competitions. Half the
first-year law students at Memphis State could kiclar butt, and the other half could
kick Mr. Foltrigg's.”

Fink was not agreeing, but he kept nodding for soeason. Ord slid his chair a few
inches away from Fink's.

"What about it, Ms. Love?" Harry asked.

"Your Honor, our rules of procedure and ethicsaarige clear. An attorney trying a case
cannot participate in the same trial as a witn'sssimple.” She sounded bored and
frustrated, as if everyone should know this.

"Mr. Fink?"

Fink was regaining himself. "Your Honor, | woul#tdi to tell the court, under oath,
certain facts regarding Mr. Clifford's actions prio the suicide. | apologize for this
request, but under the circumstances it cannotheet."

There was a knock on the door, and the bailiff @oenslightly. Marcia entered carrying
a plate covered with a thick roast beef sandwichatall plastic glass of iced tea. She
sat it before his honor, who thanked her, and siegone.

It was almost one o'clock, and suddenly everyorestarving. The roast beef and
horseradish and pickles, and the side order ofronings, emitted an appetizing aroma



that wafted around the room. All eyes were on thieds roll, and as Harry picked it up to
take a huge bite, he saw young Mark Sway watchisg@Very move. He stopped the
sandwich in midair, and noticed that Fink and Gua] Reggie, and even the baliliff were
staring in helpless anticipation.

Harry placed the sandwich on the plate, and slid @ne side. "Mr. Fink," he said,
jabbing a finger in Fink's direction, "stay whewrauyare. Do you swear to tell the truth?"

"I do."

"You'd better. You're now under oath and you hawe hinutes to tell me what's
bugging you."

"Yes, thank you, Your Honor."
"You're so welcome.”

"You see, Jerome Clifford and | were in law schioglether, and we knew each other for
many years. We had many cases together, alwaypposite sides, of course."

"Of course."

"After Barry Muldanno was indicted, the pressurgdreto mount and Jerome began
acting strange. Looking back, I think he was sloergcking up, but at the time | didn't
think much about it. | mean, you see, Jerome waayd a strange one."

"| see."

"l was working on the case every day, many houtaya and | talked to Jerome Clifford
several times a week. We had preliminary motiortssarch, so | saw him in court
occasionally. He looked awful. He gained a lot eigit, and was drinking too much. He
was always late for meetings. Rarely bathed. Ofterfailed to return phone calls, which
was unusual for Jerome. About a week before heltkerhlled me at home one night,
really drunk, and rambled on for almost an hourwds crazy. Then he called me at the
office first thing the next morning and apologiz&dit he wouldn't get off the phone. He
kept fishing around as if he were afraid he'd saedmuch the night before. At least
twice he mentioned the Boyette body, and | becamnginced Jerome knew where it
was."

Fink paused to allow this to sink in, but Harry weating impatiently.
"Well, he called me several times after that, kef{ing about the body. I led him on. |
implied that he'd said too much when he was drutidd him that we were considering

an indictment against him for obstruction of justic

"Seems to be one of your favorites," Harry saidydry



"Anyway, Jerome was drinking heavily and actingabie. | confessed to him that the
FBI was trailing him around the clock, which wag attogether true, but he seemed to
believe it. He grew very paranoid, and called messad times a day. He'd get drunk and
call me late at night. He wanted to talk aboutlibdy, but was afraid to tell everything.
During our last phone conversation, | suggestetitizgybe we could cut a deal. If he'd
tell us where the body was, then we'd help him duatilwith no record, no conviction,
nothing. He was terrified of his client, and he ereonce denied knowing where the body
*was."

"Your Honor," Reggie interrupted, "this, of courgepure hearsay and quite self-serving.
There's no way to verify any of this."

"You don't believe me?" Fink snapped at her.
"No, | don't."

"I'm not sure | do either, Mr. Fink," Harry saidNdr am | sure why any of this has any
relevance to this hearing."

"My point, Your Honor, is that Jerome Clifford kneout the body and he was talking
about it. Plus, he was cracking up."

"I'll say he cracked up, Mr. Fink. He put a gurhia mouth. Sounds crazy to me."
Fink sort of hung in the air with his mouth opencertain if he should say anything else.
"Any more witnesses, Mr. Fink?" Harry asked.

"No sir. We do, however, Your Honor, feel that da¢he unusual circumstances Mark
Sway should take the stand and testify."

Harry ripped off the reading glasses again anddéaoward Fink. If he could have
reached him, he might have gone for his neck.

"You what!"

"We, uh, feel that-"

"Mr. Fink, have you studied the juvenile laws fhbistjurisdiction?"
"l have."

"Great. Will you please tell us, sir, under whidde section the petitioner has the right
to force the child to testify?"



"l was merely stating our request.”

"That's great. Under which code section is thetipetr allowed to make such a
request?”

Fink dropped his head a few inches and found sangetin his legal pad to examine.
"This is not a kangaroo court, Mr. Fink. We do omate new rules as we go. The child
cannot be forced to testify, same as any othericahor Juvenile Court proceeding.
Surely you understand this."

Fink studied the legal pad with great intensity.

"Ten-minute recess!" his honor barked. "Everyoneofthe courtroom except Ms. Love.
Bailiff, take Mark to a witness room." Harry wasustling as he growled these

instructions.

Fink, afraid to stand but nonetheless trying, lagsi for a split second too long, and this
upset the judge. "Out of here, Mr. Fink," he saidaly, pointing to the door.

Fink and Ord stumbled over each other as they ddarethe door. The court reporter

and clerk followed them. The baliliff escorted Maskay, and when he closed the door
Harry unzipped his robe and threw it on a tabletd#d his lunch and set it on the table
before Reggie.

"Shall we dine?" he said, tearing the sandwiclwim &nd placing half of it on a napkin

for her. He slid the onion rings next to her legadl. She took one and nibbled around the
edges.

"Are you going to allow the kid to testify?" he ask-with a mouth full of roast beef.

"l don't know, Harry. What do you think?"

"I think Fink's a dumbass, that's what | think."

Reggie took a small bite of the sandwich and wipexdmouth.

"If you put him on," Harry said, crunching, "Fink'aAsk him some very pointed questions
about what happened in the car with Clifford."

"I know. That's what worries me."
"How will the kid answer the questions?"

"l honestly don't know. I've advised him fully. We'talked about it at length. And | have
no idea what he'll do."



Harry took a deep breath, and realized the icesvésastill on the bench. He took two
paper cups from Fink's table and poured them fuika.

"It's obvious, Reggie, that he knows something. Whayhe tell so many lies?"

"He's a kid, Harry. He was scared to death. Hecheaare than he should have. He saw
Clifford blow his brains out. It scared him to deatook at his poor little brother. It was
a terrible thing to witness, and | think Mark iaity thought he might get in trouble. So
he lied."

"l don't really blame him," Harry said, taking ami@n ring. Reggie bit into a pickle.
"What are you thinking?" she asked.

He wiped his mouth, and thought about this forrgglome. This child was now his, one
of Harry's Kids, and each decision from now on wida¢ based on what was best for
Mark Sway.

"If I can assume the child knows something vergvaht to the investigation in New
Orleans, then several things might happen. Firggu put him on the stand and he gives
the information Fink wants, then this matter isseld as far as my jurisdiction is
concerned. The kid walks out of here, but he's@agdanger. Second, if you put him on
the stand, and he refuses to answer Fink's qusstioen | will be forced to make him
answer. If he refuses, he'll be in contempt. Henoaremain silent if he has crucial
information. Either way,, if this hearing is condéd here today without satisfactory
answers by the child, | strongly suspect Mr. Fgtrwill move quickly. He'll get a grand
jury subpoena for Mark, and away you go to New @nte If he refuses to talk to the
grand jury, he'll certainly be held in contempttbg federal judge, and | suspect he'll be
incarcerated.”

Reggie nodded. She was in complete agreement. h&bdo we do, Harry?"

"If the kid goes to New Orleans, | lose controhah. I'd rather keep him here. If | were
you, I'd put him on the stand and advise him natrtewer the crucial questions. At least
not for now. He can always do it later. He cantdomorrow, or the next day. I'd advise
him to withstand the pressure from the judge, aepkhis mouth shut, at least for now.
He'll go back to our Juvenile Detention Center,clhs probably much safer than
anything in New Orleans. By doing this, you protihet child from the New Orleans
thugs, who scare even me, until the feds can aegraomething better. And you buy
yourself some time to see what Mr. Foltrigg will iddNew Orleans."

"You think he's in great danger?"

"Yes, and even if | didn't, | wouldn't take chandé$e spills his guts now, he could get
hurt. I'm not inclined to release him today, unaey circumstances."



"What if Mark refuses to talk, and Foltrigg presehim with a grand jury subpoena?”
"l won't allow him to go."

Reggie's appetite was gone. She sipped her teatlf@mpaper cup and closed her eyes.
"This is so unfair to this boy, Harry. He desermesre from the system.”

"l agree. I'm open to suggestions."

"What if | don't put him on the stand?"

"I'm not going to release him, Reggie. At leasttootay. Maybe tomorrow. Maybe the
next day. This is happening awfully fast, and Igesj we take the safest route and see
what happens in New Orleans."

"You didn't answer my question. What if | don't i on the stand?"

"Well, based on the proof I've heard, I'll haveahmoice but to find him to be a delinquent,
and I'll send him back to Doreen. Of course, | daelverse myself tomorrow. Or the
next day."

"He's not a delinquent.”

"Maybe not. But if he knows something, and he re$u® tell, then he's obstructing
justice.” There was a long pause. "How much dodgbe/, Reggie? If you'll tell me, I'll
be in a better position to help him."

"l can't tell you, Harry. It's privileged."

"Of course it is," he said with a smile. DUL u.&her obvious he knows plenty."

"Yes, | guess itis.”

He leaned forward, and touched her arm. "Listeméo dear. Our little pal is in a world
of trouble. So let's get him out of it. | say wkeat one day at a time, keep him in a safe
place where we call the shots, and in the meardiare talking to the feds about their
witness protection program. If that falls into mdor the kid and his family, then he can

tell these awful secrets and be protected.”

"I'll talk to him."
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Under the stern supervision of the Bailiff, a mamed Grinder, they were reassembled
and directed to their positions. Fink glanced albeatfully, uncertain whether to sit,
stand, speak, or crawl under the table. Ord piekdde cuticle on a thumb. Baxter
McLe-more had moved his chair as far away from REislkpossible.

His honor sipped the remains of the tea and waiteid all was still. "On the record," he
said in the general direction of the court reportels. Love, | need to know if young
Mark will testify."

She was sitting a foot behind her client, and sb&dd at the side of his face. His eyes
were still wet.

"Under the circumstances," she said, "he doesm& hauch of a choice."
"Is that a yes or a no?"

"I will allow him to testify," she said, "but | wihot tolerate abusive questioning by Mr.
Fink."

"Your Honor, please,” Fink said.

"Quiet, Mr. Fink. Remember rule number one? Dgrétak until spoken to."
Fink glared at Reggie. "A cheap shot," h e sna.ped

"Knock it off, Mr. Fink," Harry said. All was quiet

His honor was suddenly all warmth and smiles. "Makkant you to remain in your seat,
next to your lawyer, while | ask you some questibns

Fink winked at Ord. Finally, the kid would talk. iBhlcould be the moment.

"Raise your right hand, Mark," his honor said, afark slowly obeyed. The right hand,
as well as the left, was trembling.

The elderly lady stood in front of Mark and progesivore him. He did not stand, but
inched closer to Reggie.

"Now, Mark, I'm going to ask you some questiong/dfi don't understand anything | ask,
please feel free to talk to your lawyer. Okay?"



"Yes sir."

"Il try to keep the questions clear and simpfe/du need a break to step outside and talk
to Reggie, Ms. Love, just let me know. Okay?"

"Yes sir."

Fink turned his chair to face Mark and sat likeuadry puppy awaiting his Alpo. Ord
finished his nails, and was ready with his penlegdl pad.

Harry reviewed his notes for a second, then snidt®ein at the witness. "Now, Mark, |
want you to explain to me exactly how you and ylanather discovered Mr. Clifford on
Monday."

Mark gripped the arms of his chair and clearedHnsat. This was not what he expected.
He'd never seen a movie in which the judge askedtiestions.

"We sneaked off into the woods behind the traibmkpto smoke a cigarette,” he began,
and slowly led to the point where Romey stuck tlaewhose in the tail pipe the first
time and got in the car.

"What'd you dp then?" his honor asked anxiously.

"l took it out,” he said, and told the story abbis trips through the weeds to remove
Romey's suicide device. Although he'd told thisobefonce or twice to his mother and
Dr. Greenway, and once or twice to Reggie, it hewken seemed amusing to him. But as
he told it now, the judge's eyes began to sparidiehaés smile widened. He chuckled
softly. The baliliff thought it was funny. The coueporter, always noncommittal, was
enjoying it. Even the old woman at the clerk's deslk listening with her first smile of
the proceedings.

But the humor turned sour as Mr. Clifford grabbéd,slapped him around, and threw
him in the car. Mark relived this with a straighté, staring at the brown pumps of the
court reporter.

"So you were in the car with Mr. Clifford before ded?" his honor asked cautiously,
very serious now.

"Yes sir."
"And what did he do once he got you in the car?"

"He slapped me some more, yelled at me a few tithesatened me." And Mark told all
that he remembered about the gun, the whiskeyeb i pills.



The small courtroom was deathly still, and the smivere long gone. Mark's words were
deliberate. His eyes avoided all others. He spskéia a trance.

"Did he fire the gun?" Judge Roosevelt asked.
"Yes sir," he answered, and told them all about it.

When he finished this part of the story, he waftedhe next question. Harry thought
about it for a long minute.

"Where was Ricky?"

"Hiding in the bushes, i saw him beside the weadd,| sort of figured he'd removed the
water hose again. He did, | found out later. Miff@id kept saying he could feel the gas,
and he asked me over and over if | could feelgtitl yes, twice | think, but | knew
Ricky had come through."

"And he didn't know about Ricky?" It was a throwavepiestion, irrelevant, but asked
because Harry couldn't think of a better one attbenent.

"No sir."
Another long pause.
"So you talked with Mr. Clifford while you were the car?"

Mark knew what was coming, as did everyone in th&ttoom, so he jumped in quickly
in an attempt to divert it.

"Yes sir. He was out of his mind, kept talking abfdoating off to see the Wizard of Oz,
off to la-la land, then he would yell at me for iy, then he would apologize for hitting
me."

There was a pause as Harry waited to see if hdimiaged. "Is that all he said?"

Mark glanced at Reggie, who was watching him cdlsefbink inched closer. The court
reporter was frozen.

"What do you mean?" Mark asked, stalling.

"Did Mr. Clifford say anything else?"

Mark thought about this for a second, and decidetadted Reggie. He could simply say
"No," and the ballgame was over. No sir, Mr. Clitfadid not say anything else. He just

rambled on like an idiot for about five minutessiiifell asleep, and I ran like hell. If he'd
never met Reggie, and had not heard her lectunet &l®ing under oath and telling the



truth, then he would simply say "No sir." And ga®, or back to the hospital, or
wherever.

Or would he? One day in the fourth grade the cap®p a show about police work, and
one of them demonstrated a polygraph. He wiredoay McDermant, the biggest liar in
the class, and they watched as the needle werdrkergery time Joey opened his mouth.
"We catch criminals lying every time," the cop hamhsted.

With cops and FBI agents swarming around him, cthadpolygraph be far away? He'd
lied so much since Romey killed himself, and he veadly tired of it.

"Mark, | asked you if Mr. Clifford said anythingsa.”

"Like what?"

"Like, did he mention anything about Senator Boyy&te?"

"Who?"

Harry flashed a sweet little smile, then it was @diMark, did Mr. Clifford mention
anything about a case of his in New Orleans invgha Mr. Barry Muldanno or the late
Senator Boyd Boyette?"

A tiny spider was crawling next to the court repog brown pumps, and Mark watched
it until it disappeared under the tripod. He thaugiout that damned polygraph again.
Reggie said she would fight to keep it away from,Hbut what if the judge ordered it?

The long pause before his response said it alk's-lreart was laboring and his pulse had
tripled. Aha! The little bastard does know!

"l don't think | want to answer that question,"daéd, staring at the floor, waiting tor me
spiaer to reappear.

Fink looked hopefully at the judge.

"Mark, look at me," Harry said like a gentle graautiier. "I want you to answer the
guestion. Did Mr. Clifford mention Barry Muldanno Boyd Boy-ette?"

"Can | take the Fifth Amendment?"
"No."
"Why not? It applies to kids, doesn't it?"

"Yes, but not in this situation. You're not implied in the death of Senator Boyette.
You're not implicated in any crime."



"Then why did you put me in jail?"

"I'm going to send you back there if you don't aesmy questions."

"l take the Fifth Amendment anyway."

They were glaring at each other, witness and judge the witness blinked first. His
eyes watered and he sniffed twice. He bit hisfighting hard not to cry. He clenched the
armrests and squeezed until his knuckles were whitars dropped onto his cheeks, but

he kept staring up into the dark eyes of the Hdolerklarry Roosevelt.

The tears of an innocent little boy. Harry turnedhts side and pulled a tissue from a
drawer under the bench. His eyes were wet too.

"Would you like to talk to your attorney, in prie&" he asked.

"We've already talked," he said in a fading volde.wiped his cheeks with a sleeve.
Fink was near cardiac arrest. He had so much tossayany questions for this brat, so
many suggestions for the court on how to handerfatter. The kid knew, dammit!

Let's make him talk!

"Mark, | don't like to do this, but you must answey questions. If you refuse, then
you're in contempt of court. Do you understand?his

"Yes sir. Reggie's explained it to me."

"And did she explain that if you're in contempenh can send you back to the Juvenile
Detention Center?"

"Yes sir. You can call it a jail if you like, it @sn't bother me."
"Thank you. Do you want to go back to jail?"

"Not really, but | have no place else to go." Hsce was stronger and the tears had
stopped. The thought of jail was not as frightemogy that he'd seen the inside of it. He
could tough it out for a few days. In fact, he figd he could take the heat longer than the
judge. He was certain his name would appear ip#per again in the very near future.
And the reporters would undoubtedly learn he wakdd up by Harry Roosevelt for not
talking. And surely the judge would catch hell kncking up a little kid'who'd done
nothing wrong.

Reggie'd told him he could change his mind anytmagot tired of jail.

"Did Mr. Clifford mention the name Barry Muldanno you?"



"Take the Fifth."

"Did Mr. Clifford mention the name Boyd Boy-ette you?"

"Take the Fifth."

"Did Mr. Clifford say anything about the murder®dyd Boyette?"

"Take the F ifth."

"Did Mr. Clifford say anything about the presentation of the body of Boyd Boyette?"
"Take the Fifth."

Harry removed his reading glasses for the tentb,temd rubbed his face. "You can't take
the Fifth, Mark."

"l just did."

"I'm ordering you to answer these questions."”
"Yes sir. I'm sorry."

Harry took a pen and began writing.

"Your Honor," Mark said. "l respect you and whatye trying to do. But | cannot
answer these questions because I'm afraid of wiggitinappen to me or my family."

"l understand, Mark, but the law does not allowait citizens to withhold information
that might be crucial to a criminal investigatidm following the law, not picking on
you. I'm holding you in contempt. I'm not angry hwvitou, but you leave me no choice.
I'm ordering you to return to the Juvenile Detemt@@enter, where you will remain as
long as you're in contempt."

"How long will that be?"

"It's up to you, Mark."

"What if | decide never to answer the questions?"

"l don't know. Right now we'll take it one day diirme." Harry flipped through his

calendar, found a spot, and made a note. "We'lt aga&in at noon tomorrow, if that's
agreeable with everyone."



Fink was crushed. He stood, and was about to sphak Ord grabbed his arm and
pulled him down. "Your Honor, | don't think | cae bere tomorrow," he said. "As you
know, my office is in New Orleans, and ... "

"Oh, you'll be here tomorrow, Mr. Fink. You and NFoltrigg together. You chose to file
your petition here in Memphis, in my court, and niowave jurisdiction over you. As
soon as you leave here, | suggest you call Mrriggland tell him to be here at noon
tomorrow. | want both petitioners, Fink and Folgrigight here at twelve o'clock sharp
tomorrow. And if you're not here, I'll hold you @ontempt, and tomorrow it'll be you and
your boss being hauled off to jail."

Fink's mouth was open but nothing came out. Ordepor the first time. "Your Honor, |
believe Mr. Foltrigg has a hearing in federal coarthe morning. Mr. Muldanno has a
new lawyer who's asking for a continuance, andutige down there has set the hearing
for tomorrow morning."

"Is that true, Mr. Fink?"
"Yes sir."

"Then tell Mr. Foltrigg to fax me a copy of the gels order setting the hearing for
tomorrow. I'll excuse him. But as long as Markngail for contempt, | intend to bring
him back here every other day to see if he wantalko I'll expect both petitioners to be
here."

"That's quite a hardship on us, Your Honor."

"Not as hard as it's gonna be if you don't showMqu picked this forum, Mr. Fink. Now
you gotta live with it."

Fink had flown to Memphis six hours earlier with@utoothbrush or change of
underwear. Now it appeared as though he might teedoto lease an apartment with
bedrooms for himself and Foltrigg. me Damn nau eabs> way IAJ uic Reggie and
Mark, and was watching his honor and waiting fergnal.

"Mark, I'm going to excuse you now," Harry saidilsbling on a form, "and I'll see you
again tomorrow. If you have any problems in theedgbn center, you inform me
tomorrow and I'll take care of it. Okay?"

Mark nodded. Reggie squeezed his arm, and sdldalk to your mother, and I'll come
see you in the morning."

"Tell Mom I'm fine," he whispered in her ear. "l and call her tonight." He stood and
left with the bailiff.

"Send in those FBI people,” Harry said to the Hals he was closing the door.



"Are we excused, Your Honor?" Fink asked. There svasat on his forehead. He was
eager to leave this room and call Foltrigg with hioerible news.

"What's the hurry, Mr. Fink?"
"Uh, no hurry, Your Honor."

"Then relax. | want to talk, off the record, witblyboys and the FBI people. Just take a
minute."” Harry excused the court reporter and tdexmman. McThune and Lewis
entered and took their seats behind the lawyers.

Harry unzipped his robe, but did not remove it.\iped his face with a tissue and
sipped the last of the tea. They watched and waited

"l do not intend to keep this child in jail," heidaooking at Reggie. "Maybe for a few
days, but not long. It's apparent to me that hesbage critical information, and he's duty
bound to divulge it."

Fink started nodding. '

"He's scared, and we can all certainly understaatl Perhaps we can convince him to
talk if we can guarantee his safety, and that @ihmother and brother. I'd like Mr. Lewis
to help us on this. I'm open to suggestions.”

K. O. Lewis was ready. "Your Honor, we have takegliminary sfeps to place him in
our witness protection program.”

"I've heard of it, Mr. Lewis, but I'm not familiavith the details."

"It's quite simple. We move the family to anothigy.cWe provide new identities. We
find a good job for the mother, and get them a pieee to live. Not a trailer or an
apartment, but a house. We make sure the boys argaod school. There's some cash
up front. And we stay close by."

"Sounds tempting, Ms. Love," Harry said.

It certainly did. At the moment, the Sways had nmbk. Dianne worked in a sweatshop.
There were no relatives in Memphis.

"They're not mobile right now," she said. "Rickyc@nfined to the hospital.”

"We've already located a children's psychiatricpitasin Portland that can take him

right away," Lewis explained. "It's a private onet a charity outfit like St. Peter's, and
it's one of the best in the country. They'll tak®& whenever we ask, and, of course, we'll
pay for it. After he's released, we'll move the ifsrto another city."



"How long will it take to place the entire familgto the program?" Harry asked.

"Less than a week," Lewis answered. "Director Veylas given it top priority. The
paperwork takes a few days, new driver's licensgiaksecurity numbers, ILK.C urn. _i
lie iam-ily has to make the decision to do it, dmel mother must tell us where she wants
to go. We'll take over from there."

"What do you think, Ms. Love?" Harry asked. "WillsMSway go for it?"

"I'll talk to her. She's under enormous stresstngiw. One kid in a coma, the other in
jail, and she lost everything in the fire last riighhe idea of running away in the middle
of the night could be a hard sell, at least for riow

"But you'll try?"

"Il see.”

"Do you think she could be in court tomorrow? lieelto talk to her."

"I'll ask the doctor."

"Good. This meeting is adjourned. I'll see you $odit noon tomorrow."

The Bailiff handed mark to two Memphis policemerplain clothes, and they took him
through a side door into the parking lot. When theye gone, the bailiff climbed the
stairs to the second floor and darted into an emgsyroom. Empty, except for Slick
Moeller.

They stood before the urinals, side by side, aakdtat the graffiti.

"Are we alone?" asked the bailiff.

"Yep. What happened?” Slick had unzipped his pantshad both hands on his waist.
"Be quick."

"Kid wouldn't talk, so he's going back to jail. Gempt."

"What does he know?"

"I'd say he knows everything. It's rather obvious.

He said he was in the car with Clifford, they talkabout this and that, and when Harry

pressed him on the New Orleans stuff the kid thekRifth Amendment. Tough little
bastard.”



"But he knows?"

"Oh sure. But he's not telling. Judge wants hinkldamorrow at noon to see if a night in
the slammer changes his mind."

Slick zipped his pants and stepped away from th@lrHe took a folded one-hundred-
dollar bill from his pocket and handed it to theliffa

"You didn't hear it from me," the bailiff said.
"You trust me, don't you?"
"Of course." And he did. Mole Moeller never revehéesource.

Moeller had three photographers poised at varitarseg around the Juvenile Court
building. He knew the routines better than the dbpsnselves, and he figured they'd use
the side door near the loading dock for a quiclagaty with the kid. That's exactly what
they did, and they almost made it to their unmardadbefore a heavy woman in fatigues
jumped from a parked van and nailed them straighwith her Nikon. The cops yelled at
her, and tried to hide the kid behind them, buias too late. They rushed him to their car,
and pushed him into the backseat.

Just great, thought Mark. It was not yet 2 P.Md aa far this day had brought the
burning of their trailer, his arrest at the hodpitégs new home at the jail, a hearing with
Judge Roosevelt, and now, another damned photograpboting at him for what would
undoubtedly be another front-page story.

As the car squealed tires and raced away, he sunknlthe backseat. His stomach ached,
not from hunger, but from fear. He was alone again.
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Foltrigg watched the traffic on poydras street euaited for the call from Memphis. He
was tired of pacing and checking his watch. Hethiad to return phone calls and dictate
letters, but it was hopeless. His mind could natéethe wonderful image of Mark Sway
sitting in a witness chair somewhere in Memphisnglall his splendid secrets. Two
hours had passed since the hearing was scheduséattoand surely they'd take a recess
along the way so Fink could dash to a phone arndial



Larry Trumann was on standby, waiting for the sallthey could swing into action with
a posse of corpse hunters. They had become quiieipnt in digging for bodies during
the past eight months. They just hadn't found any.

But today would be different. Roy would take thd,a@alk to Trumann's office, and off
they'd go to find the late Boyd Boyette. Foltrigdked to himself, not a whisper or a
mumble, but a full-blown speech in which he addeddte media with the thrilling
announcement that, yes, they had indeed founcetiet@r, and, yes, he died of six bullet
wounds to the head. The gun was a .22, and thetlitdgments were definitely, without
the slightest doubt, fired from the same handgahhld been so meticulously traced to
the defendant, Mr. Barry Muldanno.

It would be a wonderful moment, this press confeeen

Someone knocked slightly and the door opened bé&oyecould turn around. It was
Wally Boxx, the only person allowed such casuatiest

"Heard anything?" Wally asked, walking to the windand standing next to his boss.
"No. Not a word. | wish Fink would get to a phohte has specific orders."”

They stood in silence and watched the street.

"What's the grand jury doing?" Roy asked.

"The usual. Routine indictments."

"Who's in there?"

"Hoover. He's finishing up with the drug bust ine@ra. Should be through this
afternoon.”

"Are they scheduled to work tomorrow?"

"No. They've had a hard week. We promised theneyéay they could take off
tomorrow. What're you thinking?"

Foltrigg shifted weight slightly and scratched tlisn. His eyes had a faraway look, and
he watched the cars below but didn't see them. yH#narnking was sometimes painful for
him. "Think about this. If, for some reason, thd 8besn't talk, and if Fink drills a dry
hole with the hearing, what do we do then? | saywéo the grand jury, get subpoenas
for both the kid and his lawyer, and drag them donvre. The kid's gotta be scared right
now, and he's still in Memphis. He'll be terrifietien he has to come here."

"Why would you subpoena his lawyer?"



"To scare her. Pure harassment. Shake 'em boiWeiget the subpoenas today, keep
them sealed," sit on them until late tomorrow aiben when everything's closing for the
weekend, then we serve the kid and his lawyer.sliigpoenas will require their presence
before our grand jury at 10 A.M. Monday morningeytwon't have a chance to run to
court and quash the subpoenas because it's themeeakd everything's shut down and
all the judges are out of town. They'll be too sdanot to show up here Monday morning,
on our turf, Wally. Right down the hall here, inrdawilding."

"What if the kid doesn't know anything?"

Roy shook his head in frustration. They'd had tisversation a dozen times in the last
forty-eight hours. "I thought that was established.

"Maybe. And maybe the kid's talking right now."
"He probably is."

A secretary squeaked through on the intercom andwarced that Mr. Fink was holding
on line one. Foltrigg walked to his desk and grabitee phone. "Yes!"

"The hearing's over, Roy," Fink reported. He souhadieved and tired.

Foltrigg hit the switch for the speakerphone, agitlifto his chair. Wally perched his
tiny butt on the corner of the desk. "Watty's hsrdn me, Tom. Tell us what happened.”

"Nothing much. The kid's back in jail. He wouldt&tk, so the judge found him in
contempt.”

"What do you mean, he wouldn't talk?"

"He wouldn't talk. The judge handled both the dimsuod cross-examinations, and the kid
admitted being in the car and talking with CliffoBut when the judge asked questions
about Boyette and Muldanno, the kid took the Fthendment."”

"The Fifth Amendment!" .

"That's right. He wouldn't budge. Said jail wasd@tbad after all, and that he had no other
place to go."

"But he knows, doesn't he, Tom? The little punkwsd

"Oh, there's no question about it. Clifford toldnhéverything.”



Foltrigg slapped his hands together. "I knew khew it! | knew it! I've been telling you
boys this for three days now." He jumped to his &®l squeezed his hands together. "I
knew it!"

Fink continued. "The judge has scheduled anotharing for noon tomorrow. He wants
the kid brought back in to see if he's changedrtingl. I'm not too optimistic.”

"l want you at that hearing, Tom."

"Yes, and the judge wants you too, Roy. | explaiped had a hearing on the
continuance motion in the morning, and he insigitead you fax him a copy of the
hearing order. He said he'd excuse you under ttiosgmstances.”

"Is he some kind of nut?"

"No. He's not a nut. He said he plans to hold thiéfehearings quite often next week,
and he expects both of us, as petitioners, to dreth

"Then he is a nut."
Wally rolled his eyes and shook his head. Thesal joclges could be such fools.

"After the hearing, the judge talked to us aboatjlg the kid and his family in witness
protection. He thinks he can convince the kid tk ifave can guarantee his safety.”

"That could take weeks."

"l think so too, but K.O. told the judge it could done in a matter of days. Frankly, Roy,
| don't think the kid will talk until we can makerme guarantees. He's a tough little guy.”

"What about his lawyer?"

"She played it cool, didn't say much, but she &edudge are pretty tight. | got the
impression the kid's getting a lot of advice. She'slummy."”

Wally just had to say something. "Tom, it's me, W/alVhat do you think will happen
over the weekend?"

"Who knows? As | said, | don't think this kid'llahge his mind overnight, and | don't
think the judge plans to release him. The judgensiabout Gronke and the Muldanno
boys, and | get the impression he wants the kidddaip for his own protection.
Tomorrow's Friday, so it looks like the kid willest where he is over the weekend. And
I'm sure the judge will call us back in on Monday &nother chat."

"Are you coming in, Tom?" Roy asked.



"Yeah, I'll catch a flight out in a couple of hopand fly back here in the morning."
Fink's voice was now very tired.

"I'll be waiting for you here tonight, Tom. Good d'
"Yeah."
Fink faded away and Roy hit the switch.

"Get the grand jury ready," he snapped at Wallyp Wwbunced off the desk and headed
for the door. "Tell Hoover to take a break. Thisnwidake but a minute. Get me the Mark
Sway file. Inform the clerk that the subpoenas bdisealed until they are served late
tomorrow."

Wally was through the door and gone. Foltrigg me¢arto the window, mumbling to
himself, "I knew it. | just knew it."

The cop in the suit signed doreen's clipboard,leftavith his partner. "Follow me," she
said to Mark as if he'd sinned again and her peg¢ievas wearing thin. He followed her,
watching her wide rear end rock from side to sida pair of tight black pants. A thick,
shiny belt squeezed her narrow waist and held sortsent of key rings, two black
boxes which he assumed to be pagers, and a gaanadicuffs. No gun. Her shirt was
official white with markings up and down the sleswnd gold trim around the collar.

The hall was empty as she opened his door and neatifor him to return to his little
room. She followed him in and eased around thesviakk a dope dog sniffing at the
airport. "Sort of surprised to see you back heshe' said, inspecting the toilet.

He could think of nothing to say to this, and heswat in the mood for a conversation.
As he watched her stoop and bend, he thought &soutusband serving thirty years for
bank robbery, and if she insisted on chatting hghirjust bring this up. That would quiet
her down and send her on her way.

"Must've upset Judge Roosevelt,” she said, lootingugh the windows.

"l guess so."

"How long are you in for?"

"He didn't say. 1 have to go back tomorrow."

She walked to the bunks and began patting the btalikve been reading about you and
your little brother. Pretty strange case. How'slbimg?"

Mark stood by the door, hoping she would just gayawHe's probably gonna die," he
said sadly.



"No!"

"Yeah, it's awful. He's in a coma, you know, sugkiris thumb, grunting and slobbering
every now and then. His eyes have rolled backhrgdead. Won't eat.”

"I'm sorry | asked." Her heavily decorated eyesemgide open, and she had stopped
touching everything.

Yeah, I'll bet you're sorry you asked, Mark thoughheed to be there with him," Mark
said. "My mom's there, but she's all stressedTaking a lot of pills, you know."

"I'm so sorry."
"It's awful. I've been feeling dizzy myself. Whodus, | could end up like my brother.”
"Can | get you anything?" »

"No. | just need to lie down." He walked to thetbat bunk and fell into it. Doreen knelt
beside him, deeply troubled now.

"Anything you want, honey, you just let me knowagR"

"Okay. Some pizza would be nice."

She stood and thought about this for a secondld$ed his eyes as if in deep pain.
"I'll see what | can do."

"I haven't had lunch, you know."

"I'll be right back," she said, and she left. Tl®dclicked loudly behind her. Mark
bolted to his feet and listened to it.
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The room was dark as usual; the lights off, therdbait, the blinds drawn, the only
illumination the moving blue shadows of the mutel@vision high on tb.6 wall. Dianne



was mentally drained and physically beat from lyim¢ped with Ricky for eight hours,
patting and hugging and cooing and trying to bergfrin this damp, dark little cell.

Reggie had stopped by two hours earlier, and theat'@n the edge of the foldaway bed
and talked for thirty minutes. She explained tharimg, assured her Mark was being fed
and in no physical danger, described his roometi#fiention center because she'd seen
one before, told her he was safer there than harktalked about Judge Roosevelt and
the FBI and their witness protection program. Agtfiand under the circumstances, the
idea was attractive-they would simply move to a g@wwith new names and a new job
and a decent place to live. They could run froma thess and start over. They could pick
a large city with big schools and the boys woultdlgst in the crowd. But the more she
lay there curled on one side and stared above Ritikje head at the wall, the less she
liked the idea. In fact, it was a horrible ideaiy on the run forever, always afraid of an
unexpected knock on the door, always in a paniawvdme of the boys was late getting
home, always lying about their past.

This little plan was forever. What if, she begakimg herself, one day, say five or ten
years from now, long after the trial in New Orleas@me person she's never met lets
something slip and it's heard by the wrong eard their trails are quickly traced? And
when Mark is, say, a senior in high school, somglveaits fbor him after a ballgame and
sticks a gun to his head? His name wouldn't be Markhe would be dead nonetheless.

She had almost decided to veto the idea of witpestection when Mark called her from
the jail. He said he'd just finished a large pizzas feeling great, nice place and all, was
enjoying it more than the hospital, food was beted he chatted so eagerly she knew he
was lying. He said he was already plotting his pecand would soon be out. They

talked about Ricky, and the trailer, and the heprilay and the hearing tomorrow. He
said he was trusting Reggie's advice, and Dianreedghis was best. He apologized for
not being there to help with Ricky, and she foughats when he tried to sound so mature.
He apologized again for all this mess.

Their conversation had been brief. She found fiadilt to talk to him. She had little
motherly advice, and felt like a failure becausedieven-year-old son was in jail and
she couldn't get him out. She couldn't go see Bime. couldn't go talk to the judge. She
couldn't tell him to talk or to remain quiet becawshe was scared too. She couldn't do a
damned thing but stay here in this narrow bed &m@ sit the walls and pray that she
would wake up and the nightmare would be over.

It was 6 P.M., time for the local news. She watcthedsilent face of the anchorperson
and hoped it wouldn't happen. But it didn't takegloAfter two dead bodies were carried
from a landfill, a black-and-white still photo ofdvk and the cop she'd slapped that
morning was suddenly on the screen. She turneteupdlume.

The anchorperson gave the basics about the takiMigudk Sway, careful not to call it an
arrest, then went to a reporter standing in frdrthe Juvenile Court building. He rattled
on a few seconds about a hearing he knew nothiogtagushed breathlessly that the



child, Mark Sway, had been taken back to the Jlwddetention Center, and that another
hearing would be held tomorrow in Judge Roosewvaitistroom. Back in the studio, the
anchorperson brought ‘em up-to-date on young Madktlae tragic suicide of Jerome
Clifford. They ran a quick clip of the mournersvesy the chapel that morning in New
Orleans, and had a second or two of Roy Foltriigng to a reporter under an umbrella.
Back quickly to the anchorperson, who began qudiiingk Moeller's stories, and the
suspicion mounted. No comments from the Memphigepthe FBI, the U.S. attorney's
office, or the Shelby County Juvenile Court. The got thinner as she skated into the
vast, murky world of unnamed sources, all of whoerenshort on facts but long on
speculation. When she mercifully finished and brfikea commercial, ~ the uninformed
could easily believe that young Mark Sway had stubtonly Jerome Clifford but Boyd
Boyette as well.

Dianne's stomach ached, and she hit the powermutte room was even darker. She
had not taken a single bite of food in ten hourskRtwitched and grunted, and this
irritated her. She eased from the bed, frustratiéd lwm, frustrated with Greenway for
the lack of progress, sick of this hospital withdungeon-like decor and lighting,
horrified at a system that allowed children to &igef for being children, and, above all,
scared of these lurking shadows who'd threatenatt &tad burned the trailer and
obviously were quite willing to do more. She closked bathroom door behind her, sat on
the edge of the bathtub, and smoked a Virginia SHer hands trembled and her
thoughts were a blur. A migraine was forming athiase of her skull, and by midnight
she would be paralyzed. Maybe the pills would help.

She flushed the skinny cigarette butt, and saheretige of Ricky's bed. She had vowed
to get through this ordeal one day at a time, lamrmed if the days weren't getting worse.
She couldn't take much more.

Barry the Blade had picked this dumpy little bacdogse it was quiet, dark, and he
remembered it from his teenage years as a youngspidng hoodlum on the streets of
New Orleans. It was not one he routinely frequenibedl it was deep in the Quarter,
which meant he could park off Canal and dart thiotng tourists on Bourbon and Royal,
and there was no way the feds could follow him.

He found a tiny table in the back, and sipped &aagimlet while waiting for Gronke.

He wanted to be in Memphis himself, but he wasomubond and his movements were
restricted. Permission was required before he clealde the state, and he knew better
than to ask. Communication with Gronke had beé€iicdif. The paranoia was eating him
alive. For eight months now, every curious stare a@other cop watching his every
move. A stranger behind him on the sidewalk -wastlaar fibbie hiding in the darkness.
His phones were tapped. His car and house weresbugte was afraid to speak half the
time because he could almost feel the sensorsidddrimikes.



He finished the gimlet and ordered another oneodbte. Gronke arrived twenty
minutes late, and crowded his bulky frame into aircim the corner. The ceiling was
seven feet above them.

"Nice place," Gronke said. "How you doin'?"

"Okay." Barry snapped his fingers and the waitealked over.

"Beer. Grolsch," Gronke said.

"Did they follow you?" Barry asked.

"l don't think so. I've zigzagged through half tDearter, you know."

"What's happening up there?"

"Memphis?"

"No. Milwaukee, you dumbass," Barry said with alemilWhat's happening with the
kid?"

"He's in jail, and he ain't talkin'. They took himthis morning, had some kinda hearing
at lunch before the youth court, then took him bacjail.”

The bartender carried a heavy tray of dirty beegsrithirough the swinging doors into the
dirty, cramped kitchen, and when he cleared thesjdawo FBI agents in jeans stopped
him. One flashed a badge while the other took e t

"What the hell?" the bartender asked, backing ¢onhll while staring at the badge just
inches from the tip of his wide nose.

"FBI. Need a favor," said Special Agent Scherfiagl all business. The other agent
pressed forward. The bartender owned two felonyictions, and had been enjoying his
freedom for less than six months. He became eager.

"Sure. Anything."

"What's your name?" asked Scherff.

"Uh, Dole. Link Dole." He'd used so many names dkieryears, it was difficult keeping
them straight.

The agents inched forward even more and Link bégdear an attack. "Okay, Link. Can
you help us?"



Link nodded rapidly. The cook stirred a pot of riaecigarette barely hanging from his
lips. He glanced their way once but had other thimg his mind.

"There are two men out there having a drink inrdeg corner, on the right side where the
ceiling is low."

"Yeah, okay, sure. I'm not involved, am |?"

"No, Link. Just listen.” Scherff pulled a matchisgt of salt and pepper shakers from his
pocket. "Put these on a tray with a bottle of kefchGo to the table, just routine, you
know, and switch these with the ones sitting timene. Ask these guys if they want
something to eat, or another drink. You understand?

Link was nodding but not understanding. "Uh, whiait'these?"

"Salt and pepper,” Scherff said. "And a little libgt allows us to hear what these guys
are saying. They're criminals, okay, Link, and aedéthem under surveillance."

"l really don't want to get involved," Link saidp&wing full well that if they threatened
even slightly he'd bust his ass to get involved.

"Don't make me angry," Scherff said, waving theksis.
"Okay, okay."

A waiter kicked open the swinging doors and shdffbehind them with stack of dirty
dishes. Link took the shakers. "Don't tell anyorne "said, trembling.

"It's a deal, Link. This is our little secret. Nois,there an empty closet around here?"
Scherff asked this while looking around the cramged cluttered kitchen. The answer
was obvious. There had not been an empty squaténftlis dump in fifty years.

Link thought a second or two, very eager to hefpridw friends. "No, but there's a little
office right above the bar."

"Great, Link. Go exchange these, and we'll setampesequipment in the office.” Link
held them gingerly as if they might explode, andmeed to the bar.

A waiter placed a bottle of Grolsch in front of @k and disappeared.
"The little bastard knows something, doesn't he&"Rlade said.

"Of course. Otherwise, this wouldn't be happenihy would he get himself a lawyer?
Why would he clam up like this?" Gronke drained Ihéd Grolsch with one thirsty gulp.



Link approached them with a tray loaded with a doza&lt and pepper shakers and bottles
of ketchup and mustard. "You guys eating dinneg?asked, all business, as he swapped
the shakers and bottles on their table.

Barry waved him off. Gronke said, "No." And Link svgone. Fewer than thirty feet

away, Scherff and three more agents crowded oseradl desk and flipped open heavy
briefcases. One of the agents grabbed earphonestwaidthem to his head. He smiled.

"This kid scares me, man," Barry said. "He's takllawyer, so that makes two more who
know."

"Yeah, but he ain't talkin', Barry. Think aboutWe got to him. | showed him the picture.
We took care of the trailer. The kid is scaredeatt.”

"l don't know. Is there any way to get him?"

"Not right now. | mean, hell, the cops have him!sHecked up."

"There are ways, you know. | doubt if securityight at a jail for kids."

"Yeah, but the cops are scared too. They're all theshospital. Got guards sittin' in the
hallway. Fib-bies dressed like doctors runninbakr the place. These people are
terrified of us."

"But they can make him talk. They can put him ia thouse program, throw a buncha
money at his mother. Hell, buy them a fancy newskaduailer, maybe a double-wide or
something. I'm just nervous as hell, Paul. If thiswas clean we would've never heard
about him."

"We can't hit the kid, Barry."

"Why not?"

"Because he's a kid. Because everybody's watchmgight now. Because if we do, a
million cops'll hound us to our graves. It won'tng

"What about his mother or his brother?"

Gronke took another shot of beer, and shook hid hrefrustration. He was a tough thug
who could threaten with the best of them, but,kenhis friend, he was not a killer. This
random, search for victims scared him. He saidingth

"What about his lawyer?" Barry asked.

"Why would you kill her?"



"Maybe | hate lawyers. Maybe it'll scare the kidosa h™ll go into a coma like his
brother. | don't know."

"And maybe killing innocent people in Memphis ig 8ach a good idea. The kid'll just
get another lawyer."

"We'll kill the next one too. Think about it, Pathjs could do wonders for the legal
profession,” Barry said with a loud laugh. Therldaned forward as if a terribly private
thought hit him. His chin was inches from the salhker. "Think about it, Paul. If we
knock off the kid's lawyer, then no lawyer in hight mind would represent him. Get it?"
"You're losin' it, Barry. You're crackin' up.”

"Yeah, | know. But it's a great thought, ain't&Moke her, and the kid won't talk to his
own mother. What's her name, Rollie or Ralphie?"

"Reggie. Reggie Love."
"What the hell kinda name is that for a broad?"
"Don't ask me."

Barry drained his glass and snapped again for theewy "What's she sayin' on the
phone?" he asked, in low again, just above theeshak

"Don't know. We couldn't go in last night.”

The Blade was suddenly angry. "You what!" The witkges were fierce and glowing.
"Our man is doing it tonight if all goes well."

"What kinda place has she got?"

"Small office in a tall building downtown. It shalbe easy."

Scherff pressed the earphone closer to his head.of\Wis pals did likewise. The only
sound in the room was a slight clicking noise fribi recorder.

"Are these guys any good?"

"Nance is pretty smooth and cool under pressure pHitner, Cal Sisson, is a loose
cannon. Afraid of his shadow."

"l want the phones fixed tonight."

"It'll be done."



Barry lit an unfiltered Camel and blew smoke atdb#ing. "Are they protecting the
lawyer?" He asked this as his eyes narrowed. Griwtéeed away.

"l don't think so."

"Where does she live? What kinda place?"

"She's got a cute little apartment behind her nrigh®use,”
"She live alone?"

"I think so."

"She'd be easy, wouldn't she? Break in, take higisteal a few things. Just another
house burglary gone sour. What do you think?"

Gronke shook his head and studied a young blontte diar.

"What do you think?" Barry repeated.

"Yeah, it'd be easy."

"Then let's do it. Are you listening to me, Paul?"

Paul was listening, but avoiding the evil eyes.

"I'm not in the mood to kill anyone," he said, Isdiiaring at the blonde.
"That's fine. I'll get Pirini to do it."

Several years earlier, a detainee, as they reddalldhe Juvenile Detention Center, a
twelve-year-old, died in the room next to Marksnfran epileptic seizure. A ton of bad
press and a nasty lawsuit followed, and though 8otead not been on duty when it
happened, she had nonetheless been shaken byintvéstigation followed. Two people
were terminated. And a new set of regulations cdaven.

Doreen's shift ended at five, and the last thirgdid was check on Mark. She'd stopped
by on the hour throughout the afternoon, and watetiéh growing concern as his
condition worsened. He was withdrawing before rexy\eyes, saying less with each visit,
just lying there in bed staring at the ceiling.fike, she brought a county paramedic with
her. Mark was given a quick physical, and pronodraleze and well. Vital signs were
strong. When she left, she rubbed his templesdigeeet little grandmother and
promised to return bright and early tomorrow, Fyidand she sent more pizza.



Mark told her he thought he could make it untilrthele'd try to survive the night.
Evidently she left instructions, because the nkexirfsupervisor, a shor”™ plump little
woman named Telda, immediately knocked on his dadrintroduced herself. For the
next four hours, Telda knocked repeatedly and edttre room, staring wildly at his
eyes as if he were crazy and something was ab@umao.

Mark watched television, no cable, until the netested at ten, then brushed his teeth
and turned off the lights. The bed was quite cotafde, and he thought of his mother
trying to sleep on that rickety cot the nurses ftdieéd into Ricky's room.

The pizza was from Domino's, not some leathery sfatheese someone threw in a
microwave, but a real pizza Doreen had probablg @i The bed was warm, the pizza
was real, and the door was locked. He felt safepnly from the other inmates and the
gangs and violence certain to be close by, butcgspefrom the man with the
switchblade who knew his name and had the picithhe.man who'd burned the trailer.
He'd thought about this guy every moment of evenyrtsince he dashed from the
elevator early yesterday morning. He'd thought abhou on Momma Love's porch last
night, and sitting in the courtroom that afterndistening to Hardy and McThune. He'd
worried about him hanging around the hospital whdesne was unaware.

Sitting in a parked car on third street in downtdemphis at midnight was not Cal
Sisson's idea of safe fun, but the doors were thekel there was a gun under the seat.
His felony convictions forbade him from owning argsessing a firearm, but this was
Jack Nance's car. It was parked behind a delivanynear Madison, a couple of blocks
from the Sterick Building. There was nothing sugpis about the car. Traffic was light .

Two uniformed cops on foot strolled along the siddwand stopped fewer than five feet
from Cal. They stared at him. He glanced in theonjrand saw another pair. Four cops!
One of them sat on the trunk, and the car shoo#.thie parking meter run out on him?
No, he'd paid for an hour and been here less #ramtnutes. Nance said it was a thirty-
minute job.

Two more cops joined the two on the sidewalk, aatistarted sweating. The gun
worried him, but a good lawyer could convince ighation officer that the gun was not
his. He was merely driving for Nance.

An unmarked police car parked behind him, and teesdn plain clothes joined the
others. Eight cops!

One in jeans and a sweatshirt bent at the waissamut his badge to Cal's window.
There was a radio on the seat next to his legtlargt seconds ago he should have
punched the blue button and warned Nance. But hawas too late. The cops had
materialized from nowhere.

He slowly rolled down his window. The cop leanednrard and their faces were inches
apart. "Evening, Cal. I'm Lieutenant Byrd, MempR3."



The fact that he called him Cal made him shuddertrtéd to remain calm. "What can |
do for you, Officer?"

"Where's Jack?"
Cal's heart stopped and sweat popped through ims"skck who?"

Byrd glanced over his shoulder and smiled at hitnpa. The uniformed cops had
surrounded the car. "Jack Nance. Your good frigvidere is he?"

" | haven't seen him."

"Well, what a coincidence. | haven't seen him &ith¢ least not for the past fifteen
minutes. In fact, the last time | saw Jack wafatdorner of Union and Second, less than
a half an hour ago, and he was getting out ofdaishere. And you drove away, and,
surprise, here you are."

Cal was breathing, but it was difficult. "I dontidwv what you're talking about.”

Byrd unlocked the door and opened it. "Get out,'Ga demanded, and Cal complied.
Byrd slammed the door and shoved him against iir B6the cops surrounded him. The
other three were looking in the direction of therik Building. Byrd was in his face.
"Listen to me, Cal. Accomplice to breaking and @ntgcarries seven years. You have
three prior convictions, so you'll be charged aslaitual offender, and guess how much
time you're looking at."

His teeth were chattering and his body was shakiegshook his head no, as if he didn't
understand and wanted Byrd to tell him.

"Thirty years, no parole."

He closed his eyes and slumped. His breathing wasgyh

"Now," Byrd continued, very cool, very cruel. "Wenot worried about Jack Nance.
When he finishes with Ms. Love's phones, we'vesgote boys waiting for him outside
the building. He'll be arrested, booked, and in cugrse sent away. But we don't figure
he'll talk much. You follow?"

Cal nodded quickly.

"But, Cal, we figure you might want to cut a dedglp us a little, know what | mean?"

He was still nodding, only faster.



"We figure you'll tell us what we need to know, andeturn, we'll let you walk."

Cal stared at him desperately. His mouth was dpisrchest pounding away.

Byrd pointed to the sidewalk on the other side afdidon. "You see that sidewalk, Cal?"
Cal took a long, hopeful look at the empty sidewalkeah," he said eagerly.

"Well, it's all yours. Tell me what | want to heand you -walk. Okay? I'm offering you
thirty years of freedom, Cal. Don't be stupid.”

"Okay."

"When does Gronke return from New Orleans?"

“In the morning, around ten."

"Where's he staying?"

"Holiday Inn Crowne Plaza."

"Room number?"

"It's 782."

"Where are Bono and Pirini?"

"l don't know."

"Please, Cal, we're not idiots. Where are theyThey're in 783 and 784."
"Who else from New Orleans is here?"

"That's it. That's all I know."

"Can we expect more people from New Orleans?"

"l swear | don't know."

"Do they have any plans to hit the boy, his famaliyhis lawyer?"

"It's been discussed, but no definite plans. | wotilbe a part of it, you know."
"l know, Cal. Any plans to bug more phones?"

"No. | don't think so. Just the lawyer."



"What about the lawyer's house?"

"No, not to my knowledge."

"No other bugs or wires or phone taps?"

"Not to my knowledge."

"No plans to kill anybody?"

"No."

"If you're lying, I'll come get you, Cal, and itlsirty years."

"l swear it."

Suddenly, Byrd slapped him on left side of his fabhen grabbed his collar and squeezed
it together. Cal's mouth was open and his eyes ati@bsolute terror. "Who burned the
trailer?" Byrd snarled at him as he pushed him éaagjainst the car.

"Bono and Pirini," he said without the slightessitetion.

"Were you in on it, Cal?"

"No. | swear."

"Any more fires planned?"

"Not to my knowledge."

"Then what the hell are they doing here, Cal?"

"They're just waiting, listening, you know, justaase they're needed for something else.
Depends on what the kid does."

Byrd squeezed tighter. He showed him his teethtaisded the collar. "One lie, Cal, and
I'm all over your ass, okay?"

"I'm not lying, | swear," Cal said in a shrill veic
Byrd turned him loose and nodded at the sidewak,'and sin no more." The wall of

cops opened, and Cal walked through them and hetstreet. He hit the sidewalk at full
stride, and was last seen jogging into the darkness



28

Friday morning. reggie sipped strong, black coffethe darkness of predawn, and
waited for another unpredictable day as counseVffiark Sway. It was a cool, clear
morning, the first of many in September, and th& fiint that the hot, sticky days of the
Memphis summer were coming to an end. She sawiclker rocker on the small
balcony stuck to the rear of her apartment, ardl o unscramble the past five hours of
her life.

The cops had called her at one-thirty, said thexe an emergency at her office, and
asked her to come down. She'd called Clint, andthey they had gone to her office,
where a half dozen cops were waiting. They hadwatbJack Nance to finish his dirty
work and leave the building before they nailed hiiney showed Reggie and Clint the
three phones and the tiny transmitters glued imaréceivers, and they said Nance did
pretty good work.

As she watched, they carefully removed the trariensiand kept them for evidence.
They explained how Nance entered, and more thaa ey commented on her lack of
security. She said she "wasn't that concerned asawirity. There were no real assets in
the office.

She'd checked her files, and everything appearbd to order. The Mark Sway file was
in her briefcase at home, and she kept it therenshe slept. Clint examined his desk
and said there was a chance Nance went throudhesisBut dint's desk was not well
organized to begin with, so he couldn't be certain.

The police had known Nance was coming, they hathexgd, but they wouldn't say how
they knew. He was allowed easy access into théeibgHunlocked doors, absent security
guards, etc.-and they had a dozen men watchingHhmvas in custody now, and so far
had said nothing. One cop had taken her asideinamashed confidence explained about
Nance's connection to Gronke, and to Bono andiPirirey had been unable to find the
latter two; their hotel rooms had been abandonednk& was in New Orleans, and they
had him under surveillance.

Nance would serve a couple of years, maybe morearostant, she'd wanted the death
penalty.

The cops had gradually left. Around three, she@lmtt were left alone with the empty
offices and the startling knowledge that a profasasi had entered and laid his traps. A



man hired by killers had been there, gatheringrmédgion so there could be more killings
if necessary. The place made her nervous, andrgh€lant had left shortly after the cops
and found a coffee shop in midtown.

And so with three hours' sleep and a nerve-racitaygabout to begin, she sipped her
coffee and watched the eastern sky turn orangeti®lght about Mark, and how he'd
arrived in her office on Wednesday, barely two days, wet from the rain and scared to
death, and told her about being threatened by awitare switchblade. This man was

big and ugly, and waved the knife and produceda@bf the Sway family. She had
listened with horror as this small, shivering chdiescribed the switchblade. It was a
frightening event to hear about, but it had hapddnesomeone else. She was not directly
involved. The knife was not pointed at her.

But that was Wednesday, and this was Friday, amddime bunch of thugs had now
violated her, and things were a helluva lot monegdasous. Her little client was safely
tucked away in a nice jail with security guardéiatbeck and call, and here she was
sitting alone in the darkness, thinking about Band Pirini and who knew who else

might be out there.

Though it couldn't be seen from Momma Love's hoaegjnmarked car was parked in
the street not far away. Two FBI agents were ondjyast in case. Reggie had agreed to
this.

She pictured a hotel room, clouds of cigarette srtnging along the ceiling, empty
beer bottles littering the floor, curtains drawnga small group of badly dressed
hoodlums hovering over a small table listening tage recorder. She was on the tape
recorder, talking to clients, to Dr. Levin, to Morarhove, just chatting away as if
everything were private. The hoods were boredifemhost part, but occasionally one
would chuckle and grunt.

Mark didn't use her office phones, and the stratddyugging them was ridiculous.
These people obviously believed Mark knew abouteBiey and that he and his lawyer
were stupid enough to discuss this knowledge dwephone.

The phone in the kitchen rang, and Reggie jumpbéd.cBecked her watch-six-twenty. It
had to be more trouble, because no one calledsadlir. She walked inside and ca-ught
it after the fourth ring. "Hello."

It was Harry Roosevelt. "Good morning, Reggie. $torwake you."

"l was awake."

"Have you seen the paper?"

She swallowed hard. "No. What is it?"



"It's a front-page spread with two big picturedvtdrk, one as he's leaving the hospital,
under arrest as it says, and the other as he'm¢pavurt yesterday, cops on both sides.
Slick Moeller wrote it, and he knows all about tiearing. He's got his facts straight, for
a change. He says Mark refused to answer my questioout his knowledge of Boyette
and such, and that | found him in contempt and Bentto jail. Makes me sound like
Hitler."

"But how does he know this?"

"Cites unnamed sources."

She was counting the people in the courtroom duhedearing. "Was it Fink?"

"l doubt it. Fink would have nothing to gain by k&g this, and the risks are too great. It
has to be someone who's not too bright."

"That's why | said Fink."

"Good point, but | doubt it was a lawyer. | plangsue a subpoena for Mr. Moeller to
appear in my court at noon today. I'll demand Ive gne his source, or I'll throw him in
jail for contempt."

"Wonderful idea."

"It shouldn't take long. We'll have Mark's littledring afterward. Okay?"

"Sure, Harry. Listen, there's something you shémlolw. It's been a long night.”

"I'm listening," he said. Reggie gave him the quieksion of the bugging of her office,
with particular emphasis on Bono and Pirini andfed they had not been found.

"Good Lord," he said. "These people are crazy."
"And dangerous."
"Are you scared?"

"Of course I'm scared. I've been violated, Harng #'s frightening to know they've been
watching." .

There was a long pause on the other end. "Redaiadt going to release Mark under
any circumstances, not today anyway. Let's see hdqgpens over the weekend. He's
much safer where he is."

"l agree."



"Have you talked to his mother?"

"Yesterday. She was lukewarm on the idea of witpestection. It might take some time.
Poor thing is nothing but ragged nerves."

"Work on her. Can she be present in court todalyfike to see her."
“I'll try."
"See you at noon."

She poured another cup of coffee and returnedetadlicony. Axle slept under the rocker.
The first light of dawn crept through the treese Sleld the warm mug with both hands
and tucked her bare feet under the heavy bath&lsniffed the aroma and thought
about how much she despised the press. So nowaté Would know about the hearing.
So much for confidentiality. Her little client wasaddenly more vulnerable. It was
obvious now, the fact that he knew something heilsimt know. If not, why wouldn't he
simply have talked when the judge instructed hifh to

This game was growing more dangerous by the hawd. ghe, Reggie Love, Attorney

and Counselor-at-Law, was supposed to have alinse/ers and dispense perfect advice.
Mark would look at her with those scared blue eges, ask what to do next. How the

hell was she supposed to know?

They were after her too.

Doreen woke Mark early. She'd fixed blueberry rmsfior him, and she nibbled on one
and watched him with great concern. Mark sat ihair¢ holding a muffin but not eating
it, just staring blankly at the floor. He slowlyisad the muffin to his mouth, took a tiny
bite, then lowered it to his lap. Doreen watcheergwmove.

"Are you okay, sweetheart?" she asked him.

Mark nodded slowly. "Oh, I'm fine," he said in dlbw, hoarse voice.

Doreen patted his knee, then his shoulder. Her wges narrow and she was very
troubled. "Well, I'll be around all day," she sailshe stood and walked to the door.

"And I'll be checking on you."

Mark ignored her, and took another small bite sfrhuffin. The door slammed and
clicked, and suddenly he crammed the rest ofliisrmouth and reached for another.

He turned on the television, but with no cable las Worced to watch Bryant Gumbel. No
cartoons. No old movies. Just Willard in a hatreatiorn on the cob and sweet potato
sticks.



Doreen returned twenty minutes later. The keysl@ghgutside, the lock popped, and the
door opened. "Mark, come with me," she said. "Yaueha visitor."

He was suddenly still again, detached, lost infaerotvorld. He moved slowly. "Who?"
he said in that voice.

"Your lawyer."

He" stood and followed her into the hallway. "Am@uysure you're okay?" she asked,
squatting in front of him. He nodded slowly, andytlwalked to the stairs.

Reggie was waiting in a small conference room év& below. She and Doreen
exchanged pleasantries, old acquaintances, artbtravas locked. They sat on opposite
sides of a small round table.

"Are we buddies?" she asked with a smile.

"Yeah. I'm sorry about yesterday."

"You don't need to apologize, Mark. Believe mendlerstand. Did you sleep well?"
"Yeah. Much better than at the hospital.”

"Doreen says she's worried about you."

"I'm fine. I'm much better off than Doreen."

"Good." Reggie pulled a newspaper from her briefcasd placed the front page on the
table. He read it very slowly.

"You've made the front page three days in a rohg" said, trying to coax a smile.
"It's getting old. | thought the hearing was prezat

"Supposed to be. Judge Roosevelt called me easlyrthrning. He's very upset about the
story. He plans to bring in the reporter and dpith about it."

"It's too late for that, Reggie. The story is rifjlere in print. Everybody sees it. It's pretty
obvious I'm the kid who knows too much."

"Right." She waited as he read it again and stuttieictures of himself.
"Have you talked to your mother?" she asked.

"Yes ma'am. Yesterday afternoon around five. Sheded tired."



"She is. | saw her before you called, and she'gihgnn there. Ricky had a bad day." ,
"Yeah. Thanks to those stupid cops. Let's sue them.

"Maybe later. We need to talk about something. Aftau left the courtroom yesterday,
Judge Roosevelt talked to the lawyers and the HBIwants you, your mother, and
Ricky placed in the Federal Witness Protection Rnog He thinks it's the best way to
protect you, and | tend to agree.”

"What is it?"

"The FBI moves you to a new location, a very seore, far away from here, and you
have new names, new schools, new everything. Yathen has a new job, one that pays
a lot more than six dollars an hour. After a fevangethere, they might move you again,
just to be safe. They'll place Ricky in a much &ektospital until he's better. Government
pays for everything, of course."

"Do | get a new bike?"

"Sure."

"Just kidding. | saw this once in a movie. A Matfiavie. This informant ratted on the
Mafia, and the FBI helped him vanish. He had ptastirgery. They found him a new
wife, you know, the works. Sent him off to Brazilsomeplace."

"What happened?"

"It took them about a year to find him. They killbi$ wife too."

choice. It's the safest thing to do."

"Of course, | have to tell them everything befdreyt do all these wonderful things for
us."

"That's part of the deal.”

"The Mafia never forgets, Reggie."

"You've watched too many movies, Mark."

"Maybe so. But has the FBI ever lost a witnessigs program?"

The answer was yes, but she couldn't cite a spepiimple. "I don't know, but we'll
meet with them and you can ask all the questionswant."



"What if | don't want to meet with them? What ilvlnt to stay in my little cell here until
I'm twenty years old and Judge Roosevelt finalgs@ Then can | get out?"”

"Fine. What about your mother and Ricky? What hapge them when he's released
from the hospital and they have no place to go?"

"They can move in with me. Doreen'll take care f u

Damn, he was quick for an eleven-year-old. Sheguhi® a moment and smiled at him.
He glared at her.

"Listen, Mark, do you trust me?"

"Yes, Reggie. | do trust you. You're the only pargothe world | trust right now. So
please help me."

"There's no easy way out, okay."

"l know that."

"Your safety is my only concern. The safety of youd your family. Judge Roosevelt
feels the same way. Now, it'll take a few days twknout the details of the witness
program. The judge instructed the FBI yester doagtart wo rk in g on you ."

"Did you discuss it with my mother?"

"Yes. She wants to talk about it some more. | tish& liked the idea."

"But how do you know it'll work, Reggie? Is it tdtasafe?"

"Nothing is totally safe, Mark. There are no guaeas."

"Wonderful. Maybe they'll find us, maybe they woir'hat'll make life exciting, won't it."
"Do you have a better idea?"

"Sure. It's very simple. We collect the insuranamsy from the trailer. We find another
one, and we move into it. | keep my mouth shutwaadive happily ever after. | don't
really care if they ever find this body, Reggigudt don't care."

"I'm sorry, Mark, but that can't happen.”

"Why not?"

"Because you happen to be very unlucky. You haweesportant information, and
you'll be in trouble until you give it up.”



"And then | could be dead.”

"l don't think so, Mark."

He crossed his arms over his chest and closed/bss €here was a slight bruise high on
his left cheek, and it was turning brown. This Waslay. He'd been slapped by Clifford
on Monday, and though it seemed like weeks agbthise reminded her that things
were happening much too fast. The poor kid stitelibe wounds of the attack.

"Where would we go?" he asked softly, his eyetdtked.

"Far away. Mr. Lewis with the FBI mentioned a adhiens psychiatrist, which sup posed
to be one of the best. They'll place Ricky in itwthe best of everything."

"Can't they follow us?"

"The FBI can handle it."

He stared at her. "Why do you suddenly trust th&?FB

"Because there's no one else to trust.”

"How long will all this take?"

"There are two problems. The first is the papervwaoll details. Mr. Lewis said it could
be done within a week. The second is Ricky. It migha few days before Dr. Greenway
will allow him to be moved."

"So I'm in jail for another week?"

"Looks like it. I'm sorry."

"Don't be sorry, Reggie. | can handle this plandactt, | could stay here for a long time
if they'd leave me alone."

"They're not going to leave you alone.”

"l need to talk to my mother."

"She might be at the hearing today. Judge Roosenits her there. | suspect he'll have
a meeting, off the record, with the FBI people distuss the witness protection

program.”

"If I'm gonna stay in jail, why have the hearing?"



"In contempt matters, the judge is required todpgiou back into court periodically to
allow you to purge yourself of contempt, in otherds, to do what he wants you to do.”

"The law stinks, Reggie. It's silly, isn't it?"
"Oftentimes, yes."

"l had a wild thought last night as | was tryinggm to sleep. | thought-what if the body
is not where Clifford said it is. What it Uliltorsas just crazy ana talking out of his head?
Have you thought about that, Reggie?"

"Yes. Many times."
"What if all this is a big joke?"
"We can't take that chance, Mark."

He rubbed his eyes and slid his chair back. He megdking around the small room,
suddenly very nervous. "So we just pack up anddeaw lives behind, right? That's easy
for you to say, Reggie. You're not the one whalldthe nightmares. You'll go on like
nothing ever happened. You and Clint. Momma LoveeNittle law office. Lots of
clients. But not us. We'll live in fear for the t@$ our lives."

"I don't think so."

"But you don't know, Reggie. It's easy to sit hame say everything'!! be fine. Your
neck’s not on the line."

"You have no choice, Mark."
"Yes | do. | could lie."

It was just a motion for a continuance, normallather boring and routine legal skirmish,
but nothing was boring when Barry the Blade Muldamras the defendant and Willis
Upchurch was the mouthpiece. Throw in the enornegasof the Reverend Roy Foltrigg
and the press manipulation skills of Wally Boxxdahis innocuous little hearing for a
continuance took on the air of an execution. Theatcoom of the Honorable James
Lamond was crowded with the curious, the press,aasmhall army of jealous lawyers
who had more important things to do but just hapgdeo be in the neighborhood. They
milled about and spoke in grave tones while keepimgous eyes on tne Cameras and
reporters attract lawyers like blood attracts skark

Beyond the railing that separated the players filuerspectators, Foltrigg stood in the
center of a tight circle of his assistants and p#iied, frowning as if they were planning
an invasion. He was decked out in his Sunday bet-ttiree-piece suit, white shirt, red-
and-blue silk tie, hair perfect, shoes shined ¢toav. He faced the audience, but of



course was much too preoccupied to notice anyoorsa the way, Muldanno sat with
his back to the gaggle of onlookers and pretendégitore everyone. He was dressed in
black. The ponytail was perfect and arched dowthédoottom of his collar. Willis
Upchurch sat on the edge of the defense tablefatsng the press while engaging
himself in a highly animated conversation with agbegal. If it was humanly possible,
Upchurch loved the attention more than Foltrigg.

Muldanno did not yet know of the arrest of Jack d&aaight hours earlier in Memphis.
He did not know Cal Sisson had spilled his gutshilé not heard from either Bono or
Pirini, and he had sent Gronke back to Memphisri@hing in complete ignorance of
the night's events.

Foltrigg, on the other hand, was feeling quite snRaged on the taped conversation
gathered from the salt shaker, he would obtain ondiay indictments against Muldanno
and Gronke for obstruction of justice. Convictiansuld be easy. He had them in the bag.
He had Muldanno facing five years.

But Roy didn't have the body. And trying Barry Blade on obstruction charges would
not generate anywhere near the publicity of a nastyder trial complete with color
glossies of the decomposed corpse and pathologipt®'ts about bullet entries and
trajectories and exits. Such a trial would lastvieeks, and Roy would shine on the
evening news every night. He could just see it.

He'd sent Fink back to Memphis early that morninipwhe grand jury subpoenas for the
kid and his lawyer. That should liven things uptalde should have the kid talking by
Monday afternoon, and maybe, with just a littleklulee'd have the remains of Boyette by
Monday night. This thought had kept him at theaaffuntil three in the morning. He
strutted to the clerk's desk for nothing in patacuthen strutted back, glaring at
Muldanno, who ignored him.

The courtroom deputy stopped in front of the beaioth yelled instructions for all to sit.
Court was now in session, the Honorable James Ldrpmesiding. Lamond appeared
from a side door, and was escorted to the ben@nkassistant carrying a stack of heavy
files. In his early fifties, Lamond was a baby amdederal judges. One of countless
Reagan appointees, he was typical-all businessmiles, cut the crap and let's get on
with it. He had been the U.S. attorney for the Seurt District of Louisiana immediately
prior to Roy Foltrigg, and he hated his successanach as anyone. Six months after
taking the job, « Foltrigg had embarked upon a kggtour of the district in which he
presented charts and graphs to Rotarians and @svéad declared with statistical
evidence that his office was now much more effictean it had been in prior years.
Indictments were up. Dope dealers were behind Parslic officials were running scared.
Crime was in trouble, and the public's interest naw being fiercely protected because
he, Roy Foltrigg, was now the chief federal prosecin the district.

It was a stupid thing to do because it insultechbatl and angered the other judges. They
had little use for the reverend.



Lamond gazed at the crowded courtroom. Everyoneseated. "My goodness," he
started. "I'm delighted at the interest shown heday, but honestly, it's just a hearing on
a simple motion." He glared at Foltrigg, who satha middle of six assistants. Upchurch
had a local lawyer on each side, and two paralegiiisg behind him.

"The court is ready to proceed upon the motiorhefdefendant, Barry Muldanno, for a
continuance. The court notes that this mattertiosdrial three weeks from next
Monday. Mr. Upchurch, you filed the motion, so yoay proceed. Please be brief."

To the surprise of everyone, Upchurch was indeed.be simply stated what -was
common knowledge about the late Jerome Clifford, explained to the court that he had
a trial in federal court in St. Louis beginninggbrweeks from Monday. He was glib,
relaxed, and completely at home in this strangetomam. A continuance was necessary,
he explained, with remarkable efficiency, becawsadeded time to prepare a defense
for what would undoubtedly be a long trial. He $inéd in ten minutes.

"How much time do you need?" Lamond asked.

"Your Honor, | have a busy trial calendar, anddélhappy to show it to you. In all
fairness, six months would be a reasonable delay."

"Thank you. Anything else?"
"No sir. Thank you, Your Honor." Upchurch took Besat as Foltrigg was leaving his and
heading for the podium directly in front of the bBnHe glanced at his notes and was

about to speak, when Lamond beat him to it.

"Mr. Foltrigg, surely you don't deny that the defens entitled to more time, in light of
the circumstances?"”

"No, Your Honor, | don't deny this. But | think smonths is entirely too much time."

"So how much would you suggest?”

"A month or two. You see, Your Honor, I-"

"I'm not going to sit up here and listen to a haggler two months or six or three or four,
Mr. Foltrigg. If you concede the defendant is éaditto a delay, then I'll take this matter

under advisement and set this case for trial whemey calendar will allow."

Lamond knew Foltrigg needed a delay worse than Bhuid. He just couldn't ask for it.
Justice must always be on the attack. Prosecuters@apable of asking for more time.

"Well, yes, Your Honor," Foltrigg said loudly. "Bitts our position that needless delays
should be avoided. This matter has dragged ondooggh.”



"Are you suggesting this court is dragging its fé#t. Foltrigg?"

"No, Your Honor, but the defendant is. He's fileg®y frivolous motion known to
American jurisprudence to stall this prosecution'sHried every tactic, every-"

"Mr. Foltrigg. Mr. Clifford is dead. He can't fileny more motions. And now the
defendant has a new lawyer, who, as | see it,ilegbdnly one motion."”

Foltrigg looked at his notes and started a slombde had not expected to prevail in this
little matter, but he certainly hadn't expectedéat kicked in the teeth.

"Do you have anything relevant to say?" his horsieed as if Foltrigg had yet to say
anything of substance.

He grabbed his legal pad and stormed back to his Aeather pitiful performance. He
should've sent an underling.

"Anything else, Mr. Upchurch?" Larnond asked.
"No sir."

"Very well. Thanks to all of you for your interastthis matter. Sorry it has been so brief.
Maybe we'll do more next time. An order for a neltsetting will be forthcoming.”

Lamond stood just minutes after he'd sat, and was.grhe reporters filed out, and of
course were followed by Foltrigg and Upchurch, wiadked to opposite ends of the
hallway and held impromptu press conferences.

29

Though slick Moeller had reported jailhouse rioégpes, and beatings, and though he'd
stood on the safe side of the doors and barsnlee'er actually, physically, been inside a
jail cell. And though this thought was heavy onitnisd, he kept his cool and projected
the aura of the surefooted reporter and confidel¢ter in the First Amendment. He had
a lawyer on each side, high-paid studs from a heghdnan firm that had represented the
Memphis Press for decades, and they had assurea tionen times in the past two hours
that the Constitution of the United States of Aro@nivas his friend and on this day



would be his shield. Slick wore jeans, a safakghcand hiking boots, very much the
weather-beaten reporter.

Harry was not impressed with the aura being pregebty this weasel. Nor was he
impressed with the silk-stocking, blue-blooded R#jman mouthpieces who'd never
before darkened the doors to his courtroom. Haag upset. He sat on his bench and
read for the tenth time Slick's morning story. Heaeviewed applicable First
Amendment cases dealing with reporters and théidemtial sources. And he took his
time so Slick would sweat.

The doors were locked. The bailiff, Slick's frie@dnder, stood quite nervously by the
bench. Following the judge's order, two uniformeguties sat di-recdy behind Slick and
his lawyers, and seemed poised and ready for adtlua bothered Slick and his lawyers,
but they tried not to show it.

The same court reporter with an even shorter lad her nails and waited for the words
to start flowing. The same grouchy old woman sdiesittable and flipped through the
National Enquirer. They waited and waited. It whsast twelve-thirty. As usual, the
docket was packed and things were behind scheldalsia had a club sandwich waiting
for Harry between hearings. The Sway hearing wat ne

He leaned forward on his elbows and glared dowiliek, who at a hundred and thirty
pounds weighed probably a third of what Harry 8@n the record," he barked at the
stenographer, and she started pecking away.

Cool as he was, Slick jerked with these first waadd sat upright.

"Mr. Moeller, I've brought you here under summoesduse you've violated a section of
the Tennessee Code regarding the confidentialitpyoproceedings. This is a very grave
matter because we're dealing with the safety arnidbeeng of a small child.
Unfortunately, the law does not provide criminahgkies, only contempt.”

He removed his reading glasses and began rubbemg with a handkerchief. "Now, Mr.
Moeller," he said like a frustrated grandfathes Ugset as | am with you and your story,
| am much more troubled by the fact that someoakdé this information to you.
Someone who was in this courtroom, during the hegayesterday. Your source troubles
me greatly."

Grinder leaned against the wall and pressed h&salgainst it to keep his knees from
shaking. He would not look at Slick. His first hieattack had been only six years earlier,
and if he didn't control himself, this might be thig one.

"Please sit in the witness chair, Mr. Moeller," Hanstructed with a sweep of the hand.
"Be my guest.”



Slick was sworn by the old grouch. He placed okeébiboot on one knee, and looked at
his attorneys for reassurance. They were not lgpatrhim. Grinder studied the ceiling
tiles.

"You are under oath, Mr. Moeller,"” Harry reminddchhust seconds after he'd been
sworn.

"Yes sir," he uttered, and feebly attempted to smilthis huge man who was sitting high
above him and peering down over the railing ofldbach.

"Did you in fact write the story in today's papathwyour name on it?"

"Yes sir."

"Did you write it by yourself, or did someone asgisu?"

"Well, Your Honor, | wrote every word, if that's whyou mean."

"That's what | mean. Now, in the fourth paragrapthis story, you write, and | quote,
'‘Mark Sway refused to answer questions about Bduiglanno or Boyd Boyette.' End
guote. Did you write that, Mr. Moeller?"

"Yes sir."

“D ay when the child testified?"

“No sir."

"Were you in this building?"

"Uh, yes sir, | was. Nothing wrong with that, i€th?"

"Be quiet, Mr. Moeller. I'll ask the questions, aywli answer them. Do you understand
the relationship here?"

"Yes sir." Slick pleaded with his eyes to his lavgyéout both were deep into reading at
this moment. He felt alone.

"So you weren't present. Now, Mr. Moeller, how gal learn that the child refused to
answer my questions about Barry Muldanno or Boygde?"

"I had a source."

Grinder had never thought of himself as a soureewils just a low-paid courtroom
bailiff with a uniform and a gun, and bills to paye was about to be sued by Sears for



his wife's credit card. He wanted to wipe the sviilmah his forehead but was afraid to
move.

"A source," Harry repeated, mocking Slick. "Of ceeiyou had a source, Mr. Moeller. |
assumed this. You weren't here. Someone told yiois.eans you had a source. Now,
who was your source?"

The lawyer with the grayest hair quickly stood peak. He was dressed in standard big-
firm attire- charcoal suit, white button-down, rt&l but with a daring yellow stripe on it,
and black shoes. His name was Alliphant. He waaraner who normally avoided
courtrooms. "Your Honor, if | may."

Harry grimaced, and he slowly turned from the wegeHis mouth was open as if he
were shocked at this daring interruption. He scdveleAlliphant, wno repeated himself.
"If I may, Your Honor."

Harry let him hang there for an eternity, then s&febu haven't been in my courtroom
before, have you, Mr. Alliphant?"

"No sir,” he answered, still standing.

"l didn't think so. Not one of your usual hangoitsw many lawyers are in your firm,
Mr. Alliphant?"

"A hundred and seven, at last count.”

Harry whistled and shook his head. "That's a butaigers. Do any of them practice in
Juvenile Court?"

"Well, I'm sure some do, Your Honor."
"Which ones?"

Alliphant stuck one hand in one pocket while ruignénloose finger along the edge of his
legal pad. He did not belong here. His legal waréts one of boardrooms and thick
documents, of fat retainers and fancy lunches. e nch because he billed three
hundred dollars an hour and had thirty partneraglthe same. His firm prospered
because it paid seventy associates fifty thousayghaand expected them to bill five
times that. He was here ostensibly because he helsaounsel for the paper, but
actually because no one in the firm's litigatiootsa could make the hearing on two
hours' notice.

Harry despised him, his firm, and their ilk. He diok trust the corporate types who came
down from the tall buildings to mingle with the lewclass only when necessary. They
were arrogant and afraid to get their hands dirty.



"Sit down, Mr. Alliphant," he said, pointing. "Yadp not stand in my courtroom. Sit."
"Now what are you trying to say, Mr. Alliphant?"

"Well, Your Honor, we object to these questions] am® object to the court's
interrogation of Mr. Moeller on the grounds thag kiory is protected free speech under

the First Amendment of the Constitution. Now-"

"Mr. Alliphant, have you read the applicable codetgn dealing with closed hearings in
juvenile matters? Surely you have."

"Yes sir, | have. And, frankly, Your Honor, | haseme real problems with this section."
"Oh you do? Go on."

"Yes sir. It's my opinion that this code sectiommeonstitutional as written. | have some
cases here from other-"

"Unconstitutional?" Harry asked with raised eyebsow

"Yes sir," Alliphant answered firmly.

"Do you know who wrote the code section, Mr. Allgt?"

Alliphant turned to his associate as if he knewgteng. But he shook his head.

"I wrote it, Mr. Alliphant," Harry said loudly. "MeMoi. Yours truly. And if you knew
anything about juvenile law in this state, you wbkihow that | am the expert because |

wrote the law. Now, what can you say about that?"

Slick slid down in his chair. He'd covered a thowk#ials. He'd seen lawyers hammered
by angry judges, and he knew their clients usualijered.

"l contend it's unconstitutional, Your Honor," Adhant said gallantly.

"And the last thing | intend to do, Mr. Alliphans, to get into a long, hot-air debate with
you about tne First Amendment. If you don't like tAw, then take it up on appeal and

get it changed. | honestly don't care. But rightvnahile I'm missing lunch, | want your

client to answer the question." He turned backlitkSwho was waiting in terror. "Now,

Mr. Moeller, who was your source?"

Grinder was about to vomit. He stuck his thumbseurds belt and pressed against his
stomach. By reputation, Slick was a man of his wetel always protected his sources.

"l cannot reveal my source," Slick said in an dffdrgreat drama, the martyr willing to
face death. Grinder took a deep breath. Such smarels.



Harry immediately motioned for the two deputiesfiril you in contempt, Mr. Moeller,
and order you to jail." The deputies stood besidsk Svho looked around wildly for
help.

"Your Honor," Alliphant said, standing without ttkimg. "We object to this! You cannot-

Harry ignored Alliphant. He spoke to the deputi@ske him to the city jail. No special
treatment. No favors. I'll bring him back Monday &nother try."

They yanked Slick up and handcuffed him. "Do sonneth he yelled at Alliphant, who
was saying, "This is protected speech, Your Hovfou can't do this."

"I'm doing it, Mr. Alliphant,” Harry yelled. "Andfiyou don't sit down, you'll be in the
same cell with your client.”

Alliphant dropped into his chair.

They dragged Slick to the door, and as they opéneldrry had one final thing to say.
"Mr.

Moeller, if | read one word in your paper writteynyou while in jail, I'll let you sit there
for a month before | bring you back. You understand

Slick couldn't speak. "We'll appeal, Slick," Allrpnt promised as they shoved him
through and closed the door. "We'll appeal.”

Dianne Sway sat in a heavy wood chair, holdingdhdest son and watching the sunlight
filter through the dusty, broken blinds of Witné&som B. The tears were gone and
words had failed them.

After five days and four nights of involuntary cardment in the psychiatric ward, she at
first had been happy to leave it. But happinessdltays came in tiny spurts, and she
now longed to return to Ricky's bed. Now that slse'dn Mark, and held him and cried
with him, she knew he was safe. Under the circuntets, that was all a mother could ask.

She didn't trust her instincts or judgment. Fivgsdia a cave takes away any sense of
reality. The endless series of shocks had lefdh&ined and stunned. The drugs-pills to
sleep and pills to wake up and pills to get throitgleadened the mind so that her life
was a series of snapshots thrown on the tabletoaérae. The brain worked, but in slow
motion.

"They want us to go to Portland,” she said, rublbiisgarm.

"Reggie talked to you about it."



"Yes, we had a long talk yesterday. There's a gvack for Ricky out there, and we can
start over."

"Sounds good, but it scares me."

"Scares me too, Mark. | don't want to live the rfexty years looking over my shoulder.
| read a story one time in some magazine aboutfaeaMdormant who helped the FBI
and they agreed to hide him. Just like they wanbwb. | think it took two years before
the Mafia found him and blew him up in his car."

"I think | saw the movie."

"l can't live like that, Mark."

"Can we get another trailer?"

"l think so. | talked to Mr. Tucker this morningidhe says he had the trailer covered
with plenty of insurance. He said he had anotherfonus. And | still have my job. In

fact, they delivered my paycheck to the hospita thorning."

Mark smiled at the thought of returning to thelenapark and hanging out with the kids.
He even missed school.

"These people are deadly, Mark."

"l know. I've met them."

She thought for a second, then asked, "You what?"

"l guess it's something else | forgot to tell you."

"I'd like to hear it."

"It happened a couple of days ago at the hospitiln't know which day. They're all
running together.” He took a deep breath. He teldaiout his encounter with the man
and the switchblade and their family portrait. Natiy, she, or any mother, would have
been shocked. But for Dianne, it was just anotlhienein this horrible week.

"Why didn't you tell me?" she asked.

"Because | didn't want to worry you."

"You know, we might not be in this trouble if yould me everything up front."

"Don't fuss at me, Mom. | can't take it."



She couldn't say it either, so she stopped it. Relggpcked on the door and it opened.
"We need to go," she said. "The judge is waiting."

They followed her through the hall and around anearTwo deputies trailed behind.
"Are you nervous?" Dianne whispered.

"No. It's no big deal, Mom."

Harry was munching on the sandwich and flippingtigh the file when they entered the
courtroom. Fink, Ord, and Baxter McLemore, the JileeCourt prosecutor-of-the-day,
were all seated together at their table, all gamnet subdued, all bored and waiting for
what would undoubtedly be a quick appearance bkitheé=ink and Ord were captivated
by the court reporter's legs and skirt. Her figwes obscene-tiny waist, healthy breasts,
slender legs. She was the only redeeming elemeéhisiminky-dink courtroom, and Fink
had to admit to himself that he'd thought aboutdrethe flight to New Orleans yesterday.
And he'd thought about her all the way back to MeisipShe was not disappointing him.
The skirt was at mid-thigh and inching upward.

Harry looked at Dianne and gave his best smile l&tige teeth were perfect and his eyes
were warm. "Hello, Ms. Sway," he said sweetly. 8bdded and tried to smile.

"It is a pleasure meeting you, and I'm sorry it ttabe under these circumstances."
"Thank you, Your Honor," she said softly to the mamo'd ordered her son to jail.

Harry looked at Fink* with contempt. "I trust everne has read this morning's Memphis
Press. It has a fascinating story about our prangedesterday, and the man who wrote
the story is now in jail. | intend to investigakest matter further, and 1 am confident 1
will find the leak."

Grinder, by the door, was suddenly ill again.

"And when [ find it, | intend to fix it with a cortnpt order. So, ladies and gentlemen,
keep your mouths shut. Not a word to anyone." k& tbe file. "Now, Mr. Fink, where's

Mr. Foltrigg?"

Sitting firmly in place, Fink answered, "He's inW®rleans, Your Honor. | have a copy
of the court order you requested.”

"Fine. I'll take your word for it. Madam Clerk, sarthe witness."

Madam Clerk threw her hand in the air, and barkddak, "Raise your right hand.”
Mark stood awkwardly, and was sworn.

"You can remain in your seat," Harry said. Reggaswn his right, Dianne on the left.



"Mark, I'm going to ask you some questions, okay?"

"Yes sir."

"Prior to his death, did Mr. Clifford say anythit@you about a Mr. Barry Muldanno?"
"“I'm not going to answer that."

"Did Mr. Clifford mention the name of Boyd Boyette?

"I'm not going to answer that."

"Did Mr. Clifford say anything about the murder®dyd Boyette?"

"“I'm not going to answer that."

"Did Mr. Clifford say anything about the presentation of the body of Boyd Boyette?"
"I'm not going to answer that."

Harry paused and looked at his notes. Dianne tgupbet! breathing and was staring
blankly at Mark. "It's okay, Mom," he whisperedrter.

"Your Honor," he said in a strong, confident voilewant you to understand that I'm not
answering for the same reasons | gave yesterdayust scared, that's all."

Harry nodded but gave no expression. He was negitgny nor pleased. "Mr. Bailiff,
take Mark back to the witness room, and keep heretluntil we finish. He can talk to his
mother before he's transported to the detentiotecén

Grinder's knees were putty, but he managed toNMea#t from the courtroom.

Harry unzipped his robe. "Let's go off the recaviddam Clerk, you and Ms. Gregg can
go to lunch."” It was not an offer, but a demandtridavanted fewer ears in the courtroom.

Ms. Gregg swung her legs toward Fink, and his h&tagped. He and Ord watched with
their mouths open as she stood, took her pursepramted from the courtroom.

"Get the FBI, Mr. Fink," Harry instructed.

McThune and a weary K. O. Lewis were fetched ao#t &eats behind Ord. Lewis was a
busy man with a thousand important items stackeki®desk in Washington, and he'd
asked himself a hundred times in the past twenty+fours why he'd come to Memphis.
Of course, Director Voyles wanted him here, whitdriied his priorities immensely.



"Mr. Fink, you indicated before the hearing thes@n urgent matter that | should know
about.”

"Yes sir. Mr. Lewis would like to address it."
"Mr. Lewis. Please be brief."

"Yes, Your Honor. We've had Barry Muldanno undewsillance for several months,
and yesterday we obtained by electronic means eecsation between Muldanno and
Paul Gronke. It took place in a bar in the Frenciau@er, and | think you need to hear it."

"You have the tape?"
"Yes sir."
"Then let it roll." Harry was suddenly unconcermeth time.

McThune quickly assembled a tape player and speak#re desk in front of Fink, and
Lewis inserted a micro-cassette. "The first voioa'y hear is that of Muldanno," he
explained like a chemist preparing a demonstratibhen Gronke."

The courtroom was still and quiet as the scrataktybry clear voices squawked from
the speaker. The entire conversation was capttireguggestion by Muldanno of hitting
the kid, and Gronke's doubts about getting to iv@;idea of hitting the kid's mother or
brother, and Gronke's protests of killing innoge@bple; Muldanno's talk of killing his
lawyer, and the laughter about it doing wonderdtierlegal profession; the boasting of
Gronke about taking care of the trailer; and fin#ile plans to bug the lawyer's phones
that night.

It was chilling. Fink and Ord had heard it ten tsva@dready, so they were noncommittal.
Reggie closed her eyes when the taking of heml#s so nonchalantly bantered about.
Dianne was rigid with fear. Harry stared at theadee as if he could see their faces, and
when the tape was finished and Lewis punched thiteruhe simply said, "Play it again.”

They listened to it the second time, and the shegian to wear off. Dianne was
trembling. Reggie held her arm and tried to be &raéwut the easy talk of

Killing the kid's lawyer made her blood run coldabne's skin broke out in goose
pimples, and her eyes began to water. She thodidtitky, who at that moment was
being watched by Greenway and a nurse, and prag/@ah safe.

"I've heard enough,” Harry said when the tape stdppewis took his seat, and they
waited for his honor to give direction. He wiped biyes with a handkerchief, then took a
long drink of iced tea. He smiled at Dianne. "Nd#s. Sway, do you understand why
we've placed Mark in the detention center?"”



"l think so."

"Two reasons. The first is that he refused to ansmequestions, but at the moment,
that's not nearly as important as the second.iklgieat danger, as you've just heard.
What would you like me to do next?"

It was an unfair question posed to a scared, désphpled, and irrational person, and
she didn't like him asking it. She just shook headh "I don't know," she mumbled.

Harry spoke slowly, and there was no doubt he keeactly what should be done next.
"Reggie has told me that she's discussed the wippredection program with you. Tell
me what you think."

Dianne raised her head and bit her lip. She thofogtd few seconds and tried to focus
on the tape recorder. "l do not want those peopleg"said deliberately, nodding at the
recorder, "following me and my children for thetreSour lives. And I'm afraid that will
happen if Mark gives you what you want."

"You'll have the protection of the FBI and evergessary agency of the U.S.
government.”

"But no one can completely guarantee our safety.

These are my children, Your Honor, and I'm a sipgleent. There's no one else. If |
make a mistake, | could lose, well, | can't eveagme it."

"l think you'll be safe, Ms. Sway. There are thawdsof government withesses now
being protected.”

"But some have been found, haven't they?"

It was a quiet question that hit hard. Neither Maii& nor Lewis could deny the fact that
witnesses had been lost. There was a long silence.

"Well, Ms. Sway," Harry finally said with a grea¢al of compassion, "what's the
alternative?"

"Why can't you arrest these people? Lock them upeschere. | mean, it looks as if
they're just roaming free terrorizing me and myifgnand also Reggie here. What're the
damned cops doing?"

"It's my understanding, Ms. Sway, that one arrest made last night. The police here
are looking for the two men who burned your traitaro thugs from New Orleans named
Bono and Pirini, but they haven't found them. & ttorrect, Mr. Lewis?"



"Yes sir. We think they're still in the city. Andiight add, Your Honor, that the U.S.
attorney in New Orleans intends to indict Muldammal Gronke early next week on
charges of obstruction of justice. So they'll beustody'very soon."

"But this is the Mafia, isn't it?" Dianne asked.

Every idiot who could read the newspapers knewas the Mafia. It was a Mafia killing
by a Mafia gunman whose family had been Mafia handsew Orleans for four decades.
Her question was so simple, yet it implied the ohgt The Mafia is an invisible army
with plenty of soldiers.

Lewis did not wish to answer the question, so higedgdor his honor, who likewise
hoped it would simply go away. There was a longsvaard silence.

Dianne cleared her throat and spoke in a muchggrovoice. "Your Honor, when you
guys can show me a way to completely protect migdm, then I'll help you. But not
until then."

"So you want him to stay in jail," Fink blurted out

She turned and glared at Fink, less than ten feay.d'Sir, I'd rather have him in a
detention center than in a grave.”

Fink slumped in his chair and stared at the fl&@conds ticked away. Harry looked at
his watch, and zipped his robe. "I suggest we ragain Monday at noon. Let's take
things one day at a time."

30

Paul Gronke finished his unexpected trip to Minradiapas the Northwest 727 lifted off
the runway and started for Atlanta. From Atlanehloped to catch a direct flight to New
Orleans, and once home he had no plans to leawelémg time. Maybe years.
Regardless of his friendship with Muldanno, Gromkes tired of this mess. He could
break a thumb or a leg when necessary, and he baéfldnd puff and scare almost
anybody. But he did not particularly enjoy stalkiittie kids and waving switchblades at
them. He made a nice living from his clubs and lj@ets, and if the Blade needed help,
he'd just have to lean on his family. ' Gronke wasfamily. He was not Mafia. And he
was not going to kill anyone for Barry Muldanno.



He'd made two phone calls that morning as soomsatight arrived at the Memphis
airport. The first call spooked him because noamavered. He then dialed a backup
number for a recorded message, and again theraavasswer. He walked quickly to the
Northwest ticket counter and paid cash for a ong-ticket to Minneapolis. Then he
found the Delta counter and paid cash for a onetwgt to Dallas-Fort Worth. Then he
bought a ticket to Chicago, on United. He roamedcdibncourses for an hour, watching
his back and seeing nothing, and at the last seltopded on Northwest.

Bono and Pirini had strict instructions. The twapé calls meant one of two things:
either the cops had them, or they were forced Houpustakes and haul ass. Neither
thought was comforting.

The flight attendant brought two beers. It wasva feinutes after one, too early to start
drinking, but he was edgy, and what the hell. Is\oeP.M. somewhere.

Muldanno would flip out and start throwing thing#e'd run to his uncle and borrow
some more thugs. They'd descend upon Memphis artchsirting people. Finesse was
not Barry's long suit.

Their friendship had started in high school, intineth grade, their last year of formal
education before they dropped out and began hgsitinthe streets of New Orleans.
Barry's route to crime was preordained by familyoi@ke's was a bit more complicated.
Their first venture had been a fencing operati@t tlad been wildly successful. The
profits, however, were siphoned off by Barry andtge the family. They peddled some
drugs, ran some numbers, managed a whorehousashlrich ventures. But Gronke saw
little of the cash. After ten years of this lopsideartnership, he told Barry he wanted a
place of his own. Barry helped him buy a topless theen a porno house. Gronke made
money and was able to keep it. At about this poitheir careers, Barry started his
killing, and Gronke established more distance betwtaem.

But they remained friends. A month or so after Bwydisappeared, the two of them

spent a long weekend at Johnny Sulari's house apéco with a couple of strippers.

After the girls had passed out one night, they viena long walk on the beach. Barry

was drinking tequila and talking more than usuas. thme had just surfaced as a suspect.
He bragged to his friend about the killing.

The landfill in Lafourche Parish was worth milliottsthe Sulari family. Johnny's scheme
was to eventually route most of the garbage fromw Releans to it. Senator Boyette had
been an unexpected enemy. His antics had attrltsedf negative publicity for the
dump, and the more ink Boyette received the crdmé&t become. He'd launched federal
investigations. He'd called in dozens of EPA buceats who'd prepared massive
volumes of studies, most of which condemned thdflthnin Washington, he'd hounded
the Justice Department until it initiated its ownestigation into the allegations of mob
involvement. Senator Boyette became the biggesaolesto Johnny's gold mine.



The decision had been made to hit Boyette.

Sipping from a bottle of Cuervo Gold, Barry laugladmbut the killing. He stalked
Boyette for six months, and was pleasantly surgrisdearn that the senator, who was
divorced, had an affinity for young women. Cheaprny@women, the kind he could find
in a bordello and buy for fifty bucks. His favoriace was a seedy roadhouse halfway
between New Orleans and Houma, the site of thdiladtdwas in oil country, and
frequented by offshore roustabouts and the cule Vithores they attracted. Evidently,
the senator knew the owner and had a special anaewft. He the gravel lot crowded
with monster pickups and Harleys. He always usedéhr entrance by the kitchen.

The senator's trips to Houma became more freqtienivas raising hell in town
meetings and holding press conferences every waekhe enjoyed the drives back to
New Orleans with his little quickies at the roadbeu

The hit was easy, Barry said as they sat on thehbedh foamy saltwater rushing
around them. He trailed Boyette for twenty mileeaé rowdy landfill meeting in
Houma, and waited patiently in the darkness bethiedoadhouse. When Boyette
emerged after his little liaison, he hit him in thead with a nightstick and quickly threw
him in the backseat. He stopped a few miles dowrrdlad and pumped four bullets in
his head. The body was wrapped in garbage bagplaced in the trunk.

Imagine that, Barry had marveled, a U.S. senatatcbed from the darkness of a run-
down bordello. He'd served for twenty-one yearsjreldl powerful committees, eaten at
the White House, trotted around the globe searcdloingiays to spend taxpayers' money,
had eighteen assistants and gofers working for &md, bam!, just like that, got caught
with his pants down. Barry thought it was hilario@ne of his easiest jobs, he said, as if
there'd been hundreds.

A state trooper had stopped Barry for speedingriges outside of New Orleans.
Imagine that, he said, chatting with a cop withamw body in the trunk. He talked
football and avoided a ticket. But then he paniclee! decided to hide the body in a
different place.

Gronke was tempted to ask where, but thought bettier

The case against him was shaky. The trooper'sasg@daced Barry in the vicinity at the
time of the disappearance. But with no body, tleae no proof of the time of death. One
of the prostitutes saw a man who resembled Bartigarshadows of the parking lot while
the senator was being entertained. She was now gogilernment protection, but not
expected to make a good witness. Barry's car had bleaned and sanitized. No blood
samples, no fibers or hair. The star of the govemtta case was a Mafia informant, a
man who'd spent twenty of his forty-two years iih @nd who was not expected to live
to testify. A .22 caliber Ruger had been seizethftbe apartment of one of Barry's
girlfriends, but, again, with no corpse it was impible to determine the cause of death.
Barry's fingerprints were on the gun. It was a, giftid the girlfriend.



Juries are hesitant to convict without first knogyviior certain that the victim is indeed
dead. And Boy-ette was such an eccentric chardwérumors and gossip had produced
all sorts of wild speculation about his disappeeea®ne published report detailed his
recent history of psychiatric problems, and thus ¢§@en rise to a popular theory that
he'd gone nuts and run off with a teenage hookehatl gambling debts. He drank too
much. His ex-wife had sued him for fraud in theadoe. And on and on.

Boyette had plenty of reasons to disappear.

And now, an eleven-year-old kid in Memphis knew rehlee was buried. Gronke opened
the second beer.

Doreen held mark s arm and walked him to his room.

His steps were measured and he stared at therfldé@nt of them as if he'd just
witnessed a car bomb in a crowded marketplace.

"Are you okay, baby?" she asked, the wrinkles addugr eyes bunched together with
terrible concern.

He nodded and plodded along. She quickly unlockedibor, and placed him on the
bottom bunk.

"Lie right here, sweetheart," she said, pullingktie covers and swinging his legs onto
the bed. She knelt beside him and searched hisfeyaaswers. "Are you sure you're
okay?"

He nodded but could say nothing.

"Do you want me to call a doctor?"

"No," he managed to say in a hollow voice. "I'mefih

"l think I'll get a doctor," she said. He grabbedt arm and squeezed tightly.

"l just need some rest," he mumbled. "That's all.”

She unlocked the door with the key and slowly easgdher eyes never leaving Mark.
When the door closed and clicked, he swung histéettte floor.

At three friday afternoon, Harry Roosevek‘gdndary patience was gone. His
weekend would be spent in the Ozarks, fishing Wightwo sons, and as he sat on the
bench and looked at the courtroom still crowdedhwi#adbeat dads awaiting sentencing
for nonpayment, his mind kept wandering to thougtiteng sleepy mornings and cool
mountain streams. At least two dozen men filledpées of the main courtroom, and



most had either current wives or current girlfriersitting anxiously at their elbows. A
few had brought their lawyers, though there wakegal relief available at this moment.
All of them would soon be serving weekend senteatdise Shelby County Penal Farm
for failing to pay child support.

Harry wanted to adjourn by four, but it looked dtiub His two sons waited in the back
row. Outside, the Jeep was packed, and when thed Giazlly rapped for the last time,
they would rush his honor from the building and sihhim away to the Buffalo River.
That was the plan anyway. They were bored, but lizelybeen there before many times.

In spite of the chaos in the front of the courtromherks hauling bundles of files in and
out, lawyers whispering as they waited, deputiaading by, defendants being shuffled
to the bench then out the door- Harry's assembéyriioved with determined efficiency.
He glared at each deadbeat, scolded a bit, sonsetmeick lecture, then he signed an
order and moved on to the next one.

Reggie eased into the courtroom and made her wdnetolerk seated next to the bench.
They whispered for a minute with Reggie pointingtdocument she'd brought with her.
She laughed at something that was probably nofinaty, but Harry heard her and
motioned her to the bench.

"Something wrong?" he asked with his hand ovemtiegophone.

"No. Mark's fine, | guess. | need a quick favds #nother case.”

Harry smiled and turned off the mike. Typical Regdtler cases were always the most
important and needed immediate attention. "Wh#Pishe asked.

The clerk handed Harry the file while Reggie hankiea an order. "It's another snatch-
and-run by the Welfare Department,” she said mwavoice. No one was listening. No
one cared.

"Who's the kid?" he asked, flipping through the fil

"Ronald Allan Thomas the Third. Also known as TFipomas. He was taken into
custody last night by Welfare and placed in a fostene. His mother hired me an hour
ago."

"Says here he's been abandoned and neglected."”

"Not true, Harry. It's a long story, but | assumiythis kid has good parents and a clean
home."

"And you want the kid released?"

"Immediately. I'll pick him up myself, and take himmme to Momma Love if | have to."



"And feed him lasagna.”
"Of course.”

Harry scanned the order and signed his name &iotihem. “I'll have to trust you,
Reggie."

"You always do. | saw Damon and Al back there. Tlo@k rather bored."

Harry handed the order to the clerk, who stampé®a am I. When | get this riffraff
cleared from my courtroom, we're going fishing."

"Good luck. I'll see you Monday."

"Have a nice weekend, Reggie. You'll check on Mautn't you?"

"Of course.”

"Try and talk some sense into his mother. The ek about it, the more I'm
convinced these people must cooperate with thedadsnter the witness program. Hell,
they have nothing to lose by starting over. Coniher they'll be protected.”

"Il try. I'll spend some time with her this weeaice Maybe we can wrap it up Monday."

"Il see you then."

Reggie winked at him, and backed away from the benlke clerk handed her a copy of
the order, and she left the courtroom.

31

Thomas Fink, fresh from another exciting flightrfroMemphis, entered Foltrigg's office
at four-thirty Friday afternoon. Wally Boxx satdila faithful lapdog on the sofa, writing
what Fink presumed to be another speech for thsis,or perhaps a press release for
upcoming indictments. Roy's shoeless feet werei®désk and the phone was cradled
on his shoulder. He was listening with his eyes@tb The day had been a disaster.



Lamond had embarrassed him in a crowded courtr&wuosevelt had failed to make the
kid talk. He'd had it with judges.

Fink removed his jacket and sat down. Foltrigg entis phone chat and hung up.
"Where are the grand jury subpoenas?" he asked.

"l hand-delivered them to the U.S. marshal in Mempand gave him strict instructions
not to serve them until he heard from you."

Boxx left the sofa and sat next to Fink. It woulldbshame if he were excluded from a
conversation.

Roy rubbed his eyes and ran his fingers througkdiis Frustrating, very frustrating. "So
what's the kid gonna do, Thomas? You were there.Séov the kid's mother. You heard
her voice. What's gonna happen?"

"l don't know. It's obvious the kid has no plangaiik anytime soon. He and his mother
are terrified. They've watched too much televisgaen too many Mafia informants
blown to bits. She's convinced they won't be saf@itness protection. She's really
scared. The woman's been through hell this week."

"That's real touching,” Boxx mumbled.

"l have no choice but to use the subpoenas,” gglsaid gravely, pretending to be
troubled by this thought. "They leave me no choWwe. were fair and reasonable. We
asked the youth court in Memphis to help us withkid, and it simply has not worked.
It's time we got these people down here, on odiyituour courtroom, in front of our
people, and made them talk. Don't you agree, Th@mas

Fink was not in full agreement. "Jurisdiction wesime. The kid is under the jurisdiction
of the Juvenile Court up there, and I'm not suratitthappen when he gets the
subpoena.”

Roy was smiling. "That's right, but the court iesg#d for the weekend. We've done some
research, and | think federal law supersedes lstaten this one, don't you, Wally?"

"l think so. Yes," said Wally.

"And I've talked to the marshal's office here. tokl them | want the boys in Memphis
to pick the kid up tomorrow and bring him here sochn face the grand jury Monday. |
don't think the locals in Memphis will interferetivithe U.S. marshal's office. We've
made arrangements to house him here in the juvemlg at city jail. Should be a piece
of cake."

"What about the lawyer?" asked hmk. "You can't madetestify. If she knows anything,
she learned it in the course of her representatidine kid. It's privileged."



"Pure harassment,” Foltrigg admitted with a sniiBhe and the kid will be scared to
death on Monday. We'll be calling the shots, Thafas

"Speaking of Monday. Judge Roosevelt wants usdrcburtroom at noon.”

Roy and Wally had a good laugh at this. "He'll bereely judge, won't he," Foltrigg said
with a chuckle. "You, me, the kid, and the kid\wyar will all be down here. What a
fool."

Fink did not join their laughter.

At five, Doreen knocked on the door, and rattlegskentil it opened. Mark was on the
floor playing checkers against himself, and immedygbecame a zombie. He sat on his
feet, and stared at the checkerboard as if innzéra

"Are you okay, Mark?"

Mark didn't answer.

"Mark, honey, I'm really worried about you. | thitik call the doctor. You might be
going into shock, just like your little brother."

He shook his head slowly, and looked at her withurnful eyes. "No, I'm okay. | just
need some rest."

"Could you eat something?"
"Maybe some pizza."

"Sure, baby. I'll get one ordered. Look, honeyet gff duty in five minutes, but I'll tell
Telda to watch you real close, okay. Will you bleright till I get back in the morning?"

"Maybe," he moaned.

"Poor child. You got no business in here."

""" I make it."

Telda was much less concerned than Doreen. Sh&ethea Mark twice. On her third
visit to his room, around eight o'clock, she braughitors. She knocked and opened the
door slowly, and Mark was about to do his tranagine when he saw the two large men

in suits.

"Mark, these men are U.S. marshals," Telda saidousty. Mark stood near the toilet.
The room was suddenly tiny.



"Hi, Mark," said the first one. "I'm Vern Duboskieputy U.S. marshal.” His words were
crisp and precise. A Yankee. But that was all Mavkiced. He was holding some papers.

"You are Mark Sway?"

He nodded, unable to speak.

"Don't be afraid, Mark. We just have to give yoash papers."

He looked at Telda for help, but she was cluel®&at are they?" he asked nervously.
"It's a grand jury subpoena, and it means thathaue to appear before a federal grand
jury on Monday in New Orleans. Now, don't worry,'s@eyonna come get you tomorrow

afternoon and drive you down."

A nervous pain shot through his stomach and heweadk. His mouth was dry. "Why?"
he asked.

"We can't answer that, Mark. It's none of our bess really. We're just following
orders."

Mark stared at the papers Vern was waving. Newadde"Have you told my mother?"
"Well, you see, Mark, we're required to give heoay of these same papers. We'll
explain everything to her, and we'll tell her ybb# fine. In fact, she can go with you if
she wants."

"She can't go with me. She can't leave Ricky."

The marshals looked at each other. "Well, anywagjil explain everything to her."

"l have a lawyer, you know. Have you told her?"

"No. We're not required to notify the attorneyst you're welcome to call her if you
like."

"Does he have access to a telephone?" the secenaskad Telda.
"Only if | bring him one," she said.
"You can wait thirty minutes, can't you?"

"If you say so," Telda said.



"So, Mark, in about thirty minutes you can call yéawyer." Duboski paused and looked
at his sidekick. "Well, good luck to you, Mark. 8oif we scared you."

They left him standing near the toilet, leaningtloa wall for support, more confused
than ever, scared to death. And angry. The systasretten. He was sick of laws and
lawyers and courts, of cops and agents and marsifaksporters and judges and jailers.
Dammit!

He yanked a paper towel from the wall and wipedelyiss, then sat on the toilet. He
swore to the walls that he would not go to New @mke

Two other deputy marshals would serve Dianne, adtore would serve Ms. Reggie
Love at home, and all this serving of subpoenasacaesfully coordinated to happen at
roughly the same time. In reality, one deputy malisbr one unemployed concrete
worker for that matter, could have served all theelepoenas at a leisurely pace and
completed the job in an hour. But it was more fuge six men in three cars with radios
and telephones and guns, and to strike quickly mooler of darkness like a Special
Forces assault unit.

They knocked on Momma Love's kitchen door, andedhiintil the porch light came on
and she appeared behind the screen. She instaetly they were trouble. During the
nightmare of Reggie's divorce and commitments agdllwarfare with Joe Cardoni,
there had been several deputies and men in daskssanding at her doorway at odd
hours. These guys always brought trouble.

"Can | help you?" she asked with a forced smile.

"Yes ma'am. We're looking for one Reggie Love."

They even talked like cops. "And who are you?" ale=d.

"I'm Mike Hedley, and this is Terry Flagg. We'réeSUmarshals."

"U.S. marshals, or deputy U.S. marshals? Let msse® ID."

This shocked them, and in perfect synchronizati@y reached into their pockets for
their badges. "We're deputy U.S. marshals, ma‘am."

"That's not what you said," she said, examiningogges held up to the screen door.
Reggie was sipping coffee on the tiny balcony afdpgartment when she heard the car
doors slam. She was now peeking around the contkloaking down at the two men
standing under the light. She could hear the voimescould not understand what they
were saying.

"Sorry, ma'am," Hedley said.



"Why do you want one Reggie Love?" Momma Love ask#l a suspicious frown.
"Does she live here,?" "

"Maybe, maybe not. What do you want?"

Hedley and Flagg looked at each other. "We're ssggto serve her with a subpoena.”
"A subpoena for what?"

"May | ask who you are?" Flagg said.

"I'm her mother. Now, what's the subpoena for?"

"It's a grand jury subpoena. She's supposed tcaajyedore a grand jury in New Orleans
on Monday. We can just leave it with you if youdjk

"I'm not accepting service of it," she said asi¢ $ought with process servers every week.
"You have to actually serve her, if I'm not mistake

"Where is she?"

"She doesn't live here."

This irritated them. "That's her car," Hedley saiddding at Reggie's Mazda.
"She doesn't live here,” Momma Love repeated.

"Okay, but is she here now?"

"No."

"Do you know where she is?"

"Have you tried her office? She works all the tiime.

"But why is her car here?"

"Sometimes she rides with Clint, her secretary.yTihay be having dinner, or
something."

They gave each other frustrated stares. "I thimksshere," Hedley said, suddenly
aggressive.



"You're not paid to think, son. You're paid to sethose damned papers, and I'm telling
you she's not here." Momma Love raised her voicenndhe said this, and Reggie heard
it.

"Can we search the house?" Flagg asked.

"If you have a warrant, you can search the hods@u don't have a warrant, it's time to
get off my property."

They both took a step back, and stopped. "I hopggmot obstructing the service of a
federal subpoena,” Hedley said gravely. It was sapg to have an ominous, dire ring to
it, but Hedley failed miserably.

"And | hope you're not trying to threaten an oldwmam.” Her hands were on her hips and
she was ready for combat.

They surrendered and backed away. "We'll be bad&dley promised as he opened his
car door.

"I'll be here," she shouted angrily, opening tranfrdoor. She stood on the small porch
and watched as they backed into the street. Shedviar five minutes, and when she
was certain they were gone, she went to Reggiadrapnt over the garage.

Dianne took the subpoena from the polite and amtiogientleman without comment.
She read it by the light of the dim lamp next takyis bed. It contained no instructions,
just a command for Mark to appear before the grandat 10 A.M. at the address below.
There was no hint of how he was to get there; ne ak to when he might return; no
warning of what could happen if he failed to compiyfailed to talk. She called Reggie,
but there was no answer.

Though Clint's apartment was only fifteen minutesy, the drive took almost an hour.
She zigzagged through midtown, then raced aroumthtbrstate going nowhere in
particular, and when she was certain she was g iellowed, she parked on a street
crowded with empty cars. She walked four blockBisoapartment.

His nine o'clock date had been abruptly canceled jtawas a date with a lot of promise.
"I'm sorry," Reggie said as he opened the doorsaedeased through it.

"That's okay. Are you all right?" He took her baglavaved at the sofa. "Sit down."
Reggie was no stranger to the apartment. She fautiet Coke in the refrigerator and sat
on a bar-stool. "It was the U.S. marshal's officda grand jury subpoena. Ten o'clock

Monday morning in New Orleans."

"But they didn't serve you?"



"No. Momma Love ran them off."
"Then you're off the hook."

"Yeah, unless they find "me. There's no law agaioslging subpoenas. | need to call
Dianne."

Clint handed her a phone, and she punched the marfitben memory. "Relax, Reggie,"
he said, and kissed her gently on the cheek. Heegiap stray magazines and turned on
the stereo. Dianne was on the phone, and Reggiagedrthree words before she was
forced to listen. Subpoenas were everywhere. OnRdggie, one for Dianne, and one
for Mark. Reggie tried to calm her. Dianne hadezhlihe detention center, but couldn't
get through to Mark. Phones were unavailable athibur, she'd been told. They talked
for five minutes. Reggie, badly shaken herselédtio convince Dianne everything was
fine. She, Reggie, was in control. She promisezhtbher in the morning, then hung up.
"They can't take Mark," Clint said. "He's under phesdiction of our Juvenile Court."

"l need to talk to Harry. But he's out of town."

"Where is he?"

"Fishing somewhere with his sons."

"This is more important than fishing, Reggie. L&t him. He can stop it, can't he?"

She was thinking of a hundred things at once. "Ehetty slick, Clint. Think about it.
Foltrigg waits until late Friday to serve subpoefasvionday morning."

"How can he do this?"

"It's easy. He just did it. In a criminal case likés, a federal grand jury can subpoena
any witness from anywhere, regardless of time astdce. And the witness must appear
unless he or she can first quash the subpoena.”

"How do you quash one?"

"You file a motion in federal court to void the qdena.”

"Lemme guess, federal court in New Orleans?"

"That's right. We're forced to find the trial judgarly Monday morning in New Orleans
and beg him to allow an emergency hearing to gtteskubpoena.”

"It won't work, Reggie."



"Of course it won't work. That's the way Foltriggupned it." She gulped the diet Coke.
"Do you have any coffee?"

"Sure." He began opening drawers.

Reggie was thinking out loud". "If | can dodge #ubpoena until Monday, Foltrigg will
be forced to issue u nave time to quash. The proideMark. They're not after me,
because they know they can't force me to talk."

"Do you know where the damned body is, Reggie?"

"No."

"Does Mark?"

"Yes."

He froze for a moment, then ran water in the pot.

"We have to figure out a way to keep Mark herentChWe can't allow him to go to New
Orleans."

"Call Harry."
"Harry's fishing in the mountains."

"Then call Harry's wife. Find out where he's fighin the mountains. I'll go get him if
necessary."

"You're right." She grabbed the phone and starédithg.
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Final room check at the juvenile detention centas W0 P.M., when they made sure all
lights and televisions were off. Mark heard Teldtling keys and givi-ing commands
across the hall. His shirt was soaked, unbuttoaed sweat ran to his navel and puddled
around the zipper of his jeans. The television @fasHis breathing was heavy. His thick



hair was watery and rows of sweat ran to his eygbrnd dripped from the tip of his
nose. She was next door. His face was crimson and h

Telda knocked, then unlocked Mark's door. The lighs on and this immediately
irritated her. She took a step inside, glancetdebunks, but he wasn't there.

Then she saw his feet beside the toilet. He wdsdtightly with his knees on his chest,
motionless except for rapid, heavy breathing.

His eyes were closed and his left thumb was inrfusth.

"Mark!" she shouted, suddenly terrified. "Mark! @ty God!" She ran from the room to
get help, and fetched D enny, h er partner, whk toquick look.

"Doreen was worried about this," Denny said, tonglhe sweat on Mark's stomach.
"Damn, he's soaking wet."

Telda was pinching his wrist. "His pulse is crazgok at him breathe. Call an
ambulance!"

"The poor kid's in shock, isn't he?"
"Go call an ambulance!"

Denny lumbered from the room and the floor shoakda picked Mark up and carefully
placed him on the bottom bunk, where he curledregad brought his knees to his chest.
The thumb never left his mouth. Denny was back witipboard. "This must be
Doreen's handwriting. Says here to check on himyetvalf hour, and if there's any doubt,
to rush him to St. Peter's and call Dr. Greenway."

"This is all my fault,” Telda said. "I shouldn'tVeallowed those damned marshals in
here. Scared the poor boy to death.”

Denny knelt beside her, and with a thick thumb @eédlack the right eyelid. "Damn! His
eyes have rolled back. This kid's in trouble," &l svith all the gravity of a brain
surgeon.

"Get a washcloth over here," Telda said, and Dehayas told. "Doreen was telling me
this is what happened to his little brother. Thay shat shooting on Monday, both of
them, and the little one's been in shock ever si@enny handed her the cloth and she
wiped Mark's forehead.

"Damn, his heart's gonna explode," Denny said,istkiees again next to Telda. "He's
breathing like crazy."

"Poor kid. | should've run those marshals off,"deesaid.



"l would have. They got no right coming on thisditd' He jabbed another thumb into the
left eye, and Mark groaned and twitched. Then Aeed the moaning, just like Ricky,
and this scared them even more. A low, dull, pésklsound from deep in the throat. He
sucked hard on the thumb.

A paramedic from the main jail three floors down nato the room, followed by another
jailer. "What's up?" he asked as Telda and Dennyeiho

"l think it's called traumatic shock or stress omething,” Telda said. "He's been acting
strange all day, then about an hour ago two U.3slmads were here to give him a
subpoena.” The paramedic was not listening. Hgpgdm wrist and found the pulse.
Telda rattled on. "They scared him to death, afihk it sent him into shock. | should've
watched him after that, but | got busy."”

"l would've run those damned marshals off,” Denaig.sThey stood side by side behind
the paramedic.

"This is what happened to his little brother, yowWw, the one who's been in the
newspaper all week. The shooting and all.”

"He's gotta go," the paramedic said, standing, fiiag, and talking into his radio. "Hurry
up with the stretcher to the fourth floor," he badknto it. "Got a kid in bad shape.”

Denny stuck the clipboard in front of the parametigays here to take him to St. Peter's.
Dr. Green-way."

"That's where his brother is,” Telda added. "Dordéth me all about it. She was worried
this sne aimost sent tor an ambulance this aftern®aid he's been slipping away all day.
| should've been more careful.”

The stretcher arrived with two more paramedics.

Mark was quickly laid on it and covered with a [Haeh A strap was placed across his
thighs and another on his chest. His eyes neverajdout he managed to keep the
thumb in his mouth.

And he managed to emit the painful, monotonousrgtbat frightened the paramedics
and sped the stretcher along. It rolled quicklyt piae front station, and into an elevator.

"You ever seen this before?" one paramedic muminhelér his breath to the other.
“Not that | recall.”

"He's burning up.”



"The skin is normally cool and clammy with shockelnever seen this."

"Yeah. Maybe traumatic shock is different. Checktbat thumb."

"Is this the kid the mob's after?"

"Yeah. Front page today and yesterday."

"l guess he's gone over the edge.”

The elevator stopped, and they pushed the streitelgedly through a series of short
hallways, all busy and filled with the usual Fridaght madness of city jail. A set of
double doors flew open, and they were at the amicela

The ride to St. Peter's took less than ten minti&@é as long as the wait once they
arrived. Three other ambulances were in the proafedspositing their occupants. St.
Peter's received the vast majority of Memphis kniéeinds, gunshot victims, beaten
wives, and mangled bodies from weekend car wreliks.pace was hectic twenty-four
hours a day, but from sunset Friday until late Synthe place was in chaos.

They rolled him through the bay and onto the whles floors, where the stretcher
stopped and the paramedics waited and filled cat$oA small army of nurses and
doctors scrambled around a new patient and akgelt the same time. People ran in
every direction. A half dozen cops milled aboutréléhmore stretchers were parked
haphazardly in the wide hallway.

A nurse ventured by, stopped for a second, anddasieeparamedics, "What is it?" One
of them handed her a form.

"So he's not bleeding,” she said, as if nothingened except flowing blood.

"No. Looks like stress or shock or something. Riarthe family."

"He can wait. Roll him to Intake. I'll be back inranute." And she was off.

They wove the stretcher through heavy traffic, stogpped in a small room off the main
hallway. The forms were presented to another nwhke,scribbled something without
looking at Mark. "Where's Dr. Greenway?" she askedparamedics.

They looked at each other, and shrugged at thenurs

"You haven't called him?" she asked.

"Well, no."



"Well, no," she repeated to herself, and rolleddves. What a couple of dumbasses.
"Look, this is a war zone, okay. We're talking land guts. We've lost two people in
that hallway right there in the past thirty minutBsychiatric emergencies do not get top
priority around here."

“Do u want us to shoot him?" one of them said, mogldt Mark, and this really pissed
her off.

"No. | want you to leave. I'll take care of him tlyou guys just get the hell out of here."”
"You signed the forms, lady. He's all yours." Tiseyiled at her, and headed for the door.
"Is there a policeman with him?" she asked.

"Nope. He's just a juvenile." They were gone.

Mark managed to roll onto his left side and bring knees to his chest. The straps were
not tight. His eyes opened slightly. A black marswang across three chairs in one
corner of the room. An empty stretcher with bloodtloe sheets was by a green door next
to a water fountain. The nurse answered the plsaie ,a few words, and left the room.
Mark quickly unhooked the straps and jumped tdfltb@r. There was no crime in

walking around. He was a nut case now, so whdigfcaught him on his feet.

The forms she'd been holding were on the countelgidbbed them, and pushed the
stretcher through the green door, which led teaaped corridor with small rooms on
both sides. He abandoned the stretcher and thee¥otims in a garbage can. The exit
signs led to a door with a window in it. It openetb the madhouse of Admissions.

Mark smiled to himself. He'd been here before. técived the chaos through the
window and picked the spot where he and Hardy taatisafter Greenway and Dianne
disappeared with Ricky. He eased through the dowat,casually made his way through
the snarled throng of sick and wounded trying amsiypto get admitted. Running and
darting might attract attention, so he played dlcble rode his favorite escalator to the
basement, and found an empty wheelchair by thessthivas adult-size, but he worked
the wheels and rolled himself past the cafeterthéomorgue.

Clint had fallen asleep on the sofa. Letterman ala®st over when the phone rang.
Reggie grabbed it. "Hello."

"Hi, Reggie. It's me, Mark."
"Mark! How are you, dear?"

"Doing great, Reggie. Just wonderful."



"How'd you find me?" she asked, turning off the TV.

"l called Momma Love and woke her. She gave mentmber. It's Clint's place, right?"
"Right. How'd you get to a phone? It's awful late."

"Well, I'm not in jail anymore."

She stood and walked to the snack bar. "Wherearedear?"

"At the hospital. St. Peter's.”

"l see. And how'd you get there?"

"They brought me in an ambulance.”

"Are you okay?"

"Great."

"Why'd they take you in an ambulance?"

"I had an attack of post-traumatic stress syndrand,they rushed me over."
"Should | come see you?"

"Maybe. What's this grand jury stuff?"

"Nothing but an attempt to scare you into talking."

"Well, it worked. I'm more scared than ever."

"You sound fine."

"Nervous energy, Reggie. I'm scared to death."

“I mean, you don't sound like you're in shock oytaimg."

"l recovered real quick. | faked them out, Reggiay? | jogged in my little cell for half
an hour, and when they found me | was soaking we'trabad shape, as they say."

Clint sat up on the sofa and listened intently.
"Have you seen a doctor?" she asked, frowningiat.Cl

"Not exactly."



"What does that mean?"

"It means | walked out of the emergency room. langl've escaped, Reggie. It was so
easy."

"Oh my God!"

"Relax. I'm fine. I'm not going back to jail, ReggiAnd I'm not going to see the grand
jury in New Orleans. They'll just lock me up dowete, won't they?"

"Listen, Mark, you can't do this. You can't escapau must-"

"I've already escaped; Reggie. And you know somgthi

"What?"

"l doubt if anyone knows it yet. This place is saay, | doubt if they've missed me yet."
"What about the cops?"

"What cops?"

"Didn't a cop go with you to the hospital?"

"No. I'm just a kid, Reggie. | had two huge paraiogdout I'm just a little kid and at the
time | was in a coma, sucking my thumb, moaning gmodning, just like Ricky. You'd
have been proud. It was like something out of aimmdnce | got here, they turned their
backs, and just like that, | walked away."

"You can't do this, Mark."

"It's done, okay? And I'm not going back."

"What about your mother?"

"Oh, | talked to her about an hour ago, by phoneooirse. She freaked out, but |
convinced her | was fine. She didn't like it, toh@ to come to Ricky's room. We had a
big fight over the phone, but she settled dowhirik she's on pills again.”

"But you're at the hospital?"

"That's right."

"Where? In which room?"



"Are you still my lawyer?"

"Of course I'm your lawyer."

"Good. So if I tell you something, you can't repgatight?"
"Right."

"Are you my friend, Reggie?"

"Of course I'm your friend."

"That's good, because right now you're the onbnfilil have. Will you help me, Reggie?
I'm really scared.”

"Il do anything, Mark. Where are you?"

"In the morgue. There's a little office in the carnand I'm hiding under the desk. The
lights are off. If | hang up real quick, you'll kwasomebody walked in. They've brought
in two bodies while I've been here, but so far ne'® come to the office.”

"The morgue?"

Clint bolted to his feet and stood beside her.

"Yeah. I've been here before. | know this placdtpnsell, remember."

"Sure."

"Who's in the morgue?" Clint whispered. She frowaetdim and shook her head.

"Mom said they have a subpoena for you too, Reggithis true?"

"Yes, but they haven't served me. That's why I'ne la¢ Clint's. If they don't hand me the
subpoena, then | don't have to go."

"So you're hiding too?"
"l guess."

Suddenly his end clicked and the dial tone follow®lde stared at the receiver, then
quickly placed it on the phone. "He hung up," shid.s

"What the hell's going on!" Clint asked.

"It's Mark. He's escaped from jail."



"He what!"

"He's hiding in the morgue at St. Peter's.” She #as as if she didn't believe it. The
phone rang, and she snatched it. "Hello."

"Sorry about that. The door to the morgue opertezh tlosed. | thought they were
bringing in another body."

"Are you safe, Mark?"

"Hell no, I'm not safe. But I'm a kid, okay. Andwmd'm a psychiatric case. So if they

catch me, I'll just go into shock again and they'it me in a room. Then I'll figure out

another way to escape, maybe."

"You can't hide forever."

"Neither can you."

She marveled once again at his quick tongue. "€aight, Mark. So what do we do?"
"l don't know. | really would like to leave Memphién sick of cops and jails."”

"Where do you want to go?"

"Well, let me ask you something. If you come antlrge, and we leave town together,
then you could get in trouble for helping me escépght?"

"Yes. I'd be an accomplice.”

"What would they do to you?"

"We'll worry about that later. I've done worse tsti'
"So you'll help me?"

"Yes, Mark. I'll help you."

"And you won't tell anybody?"

"We may need Clint."

"Okay, you can tell Clint. But nobody else, okay?"

"You have my word."



"And you won't try to talk me into going back tal 74

"l promise."

There was a long pause. Clint was near panic.

"Okay, Reggie. You know the main parking lot, tlie mext to that big green building?"
"Yes."

"Drive into it, just like you're looking for a plado park. Go real slow. I'll be hiding
between some cars."

"That place is dark and dangerous, Mark."

"It's Friday night, Reggie. Everything around hisrdark and dangerous.”

"But there's a guard in the exit booth.”

"That guard sleeps half the time. It's a guard,ancdp. | know what I'm doing, okay?"
"Are you sure?"

"No. But you said you'd help me."

"I will. When should | be there?"

"As fast as you can."

"I'll be in Clint's car. It's a black Honda Accadrd.

"Good. Hurry."

"I'm on my way. Be careful, Mark."

"Relax, Reggie. This is just like the movies."”

She hung up, and took a deep breath.

"My car?" Clint asked.

"They're looking for me too."

"You're crazy, Reggie. This is insane. You camtaway with an escaped, | don't know,

whatever the hell he is. They'll arrest you forteitmuting. You'll be indicted. You'll lose
your license."



"Where's my bag?"

"In the bedroom.”

"l need your keys, and your credit cards."

"My credit cards! Look, Reggie, | love you, sweettiebut my car and my plastic?"
"How much cash do you have?"

"Forty bucks."”

"Give it here. I'll pay you back." She headed fo bedroom.

"You've lost your mind."

"I've lost it before, remember."

"Come on, Reggie."

"Get a grip, Clint. We're not blowing anything.d'got to help Mark. He's sitting in a
dark office in the morgue at St. Peter's beggimd&p. What am | supposed to do?"

"Well, hell! I think you should attack the placetiwva shotgun and blow people away.
Anything for Mark Sway."

"Give me the credit cards and the cash, Clintin'ma hurry."
He reached in his pockets. "You're nuts. Thisdgulous."

"Stay by the phone. Do not leave this place, okhgall you later." She grabbed his
keys, cash, and two credit cards-Visa and Texaco.

He followed her to the door. "Take it easy with ¥isa. It's almost to the limit."

"Why am | not surprised?" She kissed him on theekh&Thanks, Clint. Take care of
Momma Love."

"Call me," he said, thoroughly defeated.

She eased through the door and disappeared iratkeesbs.
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From the moment Mark jumped into the car and hidhenfloor, Reggie became an
accomplice to his escape. But, unless he murdemaeéane before they were caught, it
was doubtful her crime would be punishable by ioeeation. She was thinking more
along the lines of community service, perhaps afiestitution, and forty years of
probation. Hell, she'd give them all the probatiogly wanted. It would be her first
ofFense. She, and her lawyer, could make a strapgreent that the kid was being
hunted by the Mafia, and he was all alone, and, waimmit, somebody had to do
something! She couldn't worry about legal nicetien her client was out there begging
for help. Maybe she could pull strings and keeplisense to practice.

She paid the parking guard fifty cents, and refusgglcontact. She had circled through
the lot one time. The guard was in another worldrivvas rolled into a tight coill
somewhere in the darkness under the dashboardhearginained there until she turned
on Union and headed for the river.

"Is it safe now?" he asked nervously.

"l think so."

He sprang into the seat, and surveyed the lands€apadigital clock gave the time as
twelve-fifty. The six lanes of Union Avenue weresdded. She drove three blocks,
catching red lights at each one, while waitinghNtark to speak.

"So where are we going?" she finally asked.

"The Alamo."

"The Alamo?" she repeated without a trace of aesmil

He shook his head. Adults could be so dumb at tifites a joke, Reggie."

"Sorry."

"l take it you haven't seen Pee-Wee's Big Adventure

"Is that a movie?"

"Forget it. Just forget it." They waited for anathed light.



"l like your car better," he said, rubbing his hatdng the Accord's console and taking a
sudden interest in the radio.

"That's good, Mark. This street is about to stoghatriver, and I think we should discuss
exactly where it is you want to go."

"Well, right now, | just want to leave Memphis, gkal really don't care where we go, |
just want to get out of Dodge."

"And once we leave Memphis, where might we be gdiAglestination would be nice."
"Let's cross the bridge by the Pyramid, okay?"

"Fair enough. You want to go to Arkansas?"

"Why not? Yeah, sure, let's go to Arkansas."

"Fair enough.”

With that decision out of the way, he leaned ford@nd carefully inspected the radio.
He pushed a button, turned a knob, and Reggie dfacea loud burst of rap or heavy
metal. He made adjustments with both hands. Jkist\&ith a new toy. He should be
home in a warm bed, and he should sleep late giacgaturday. And fresh from bed he
should watch cartoons, then, still in pajamas, playendo with all its buttons and
gadgets, much like he was doing right then withrdddo. The Four Tops finished a song.

"You listen to oldies?" she asked, genuinely ssgati

"Sometimes. | thought you'd like it. It's almosteariclock in the morning, not the best
time for the loud stuff, you know."

"Why do you think | like oldies?"

"Well, Reggie, to be perfectly honest, | can't gee at a rap concert. And besides, the
radio in your car was on this station last timede in it."

Union Avenue stopped at the river, and they sanhather red light. A police car stopped
next to them, and the cop behind the wheel frovatedark.

"Don't look at him," Reggie scolded.

The light changed, and she turned right onto RiderBrive. The cop followed. "Don't
turn around," she said under her breath. "Just@achal.”

"Damn, Reggie, why is he following us?"



"I have no idea. Just be cool."

“He recognized me. My face has been plastereavall the newspapers this week, and
the cop recognized me. This is just great, Redlfee make our big escape, and ten
minutes later the cops nail us."

"Be quiet, Mark. I'm trying to drive and watch hahthe same time."

He eased downward, sliding slowly until his buttsvee the edge of the seat and his head
was just above the door handle. "What's he doihg2Vhispered.

Her eyes darted back and forth from the mirrohmgtreet. "Just following. No, wait.
Here he comes."

The police car eased by them, then sped away. gge's,” she said, and Mark breathed
again.

They entered 1-40 at the downtown ramp, and wet@®bridge over the Mississippi
River. He gazed at the brightly lit Pyramid to tight, then spun around to admire the
Memphis skyline fading in the distance. He staredwe, as if he'd never seen it before.
Reggie wondered if the poor child had ever left Ndam.

An Elvis song started. "You like Elvis?" he asked.

"Mark, believe it or not, when | was a teenagemgng up in Memphis, a bunch of us
girls would ride over to Elvis's house on Sundayd watch him play touch football. This
was before he was really famous, and he still laedome with his parents in a nice little
house. He went to Humes High School, which is nawtinNside."

"I live in north Memphis. At least | did. | don'hkw where | live now."

"We'd go to his concerts, and we'd see him hangiutground town. He was just an
average guy, at first, then things changed. Hesgdamous he couldn't live a normal
life."

"Just like me, Reggie," he said with sudden smiilaink of it. Me and Elvis. Pictures on
the front page. Photographers everywhere. All safrfgeople looking for us. It's tough
being famous."

"Yeah, and wait till tomorrow, in the Sunday paderan see the headlines now, big, bold
letters-SWAY ESCAPES."

| t’ s great! And they'll have my smiling face tire front page again with cops all
around me like I'm some kind of serial killer. Aticbse same cops will sound so stupid
trying to explain how an eleven-year-old kid eschfvem jail. | wonder if I'm the
youngest kid to ever escape from jail."



"Probably."

"l do feel sorry for Doreen, though. Do you thiriies| get in trouble?”

"Was she on duty?"

"No. It was Telda and Denny. Wouldn't bother méhéy got fired."

"Doreen's probably okay. She's been there a loneg,.ti

"| faked her out, you know. | started acting likerds going into shock, just fading away
to la-la land as Romey called it. Every time sheoied on me, | acted weirder and
weirder; quit talking to her, just stared at théicg and groaned. She knows all about
Ricky, and she became convinced it was happeningettoo. Yesterday, she brought in
a medic from the jail, and he examined me. Saids fine. But Doreen was worried. |
guess | used her."

"How'd you get out?"

"Played like | was in shock, you know. | workedaigood sweat running around my
little cell, then curled up in a ball and sucked tinymb. It scared them so bad, they
called the ambulance. | knew if | could make iSto Peter's, | was home free. That place
is a zoo."

"And you just disappeared?”

"They had me on this stretcher, and when they tutheir backs | got up and, yeah, just
disappeared.

Look, Reggie, there were people dying right ant] &&f no one was concerned with me.
It was easy."

They were over the bridge and into Arkansas. Tgaway was flat and lined on both
sides by truck stops and motels. He turned to adtha& Memphis skyline once more, but
it was gone.

"What are you looking for?" she asked.

"Memphis. | like to look at the tall buildings dowawn. A teacher told me once that
people actually live in those tall buildings. lard to believe."

"Why is it hard to believe?"

"l saw a movie once about this little rich kid winged in a tall building in a city, and he
roamed around the streets just having a great tita&knew the cops by their first names.



He stopped taxis when he wanted to go somewherm afnight, he'd sit on the balcony
and watch the streets below. I've always thougiitwould be a wonderful way to live.
No cheap house trailers. No trashy neighbors. Mkups parked in the street in front of
your house."

"You can have it, Mark. It's yours, if you want it.
He gave her a long look. "How?"

"Right now the FBI will give you whatever you waitou can live in a tall building in a
big city, or you can live in a cabin in the mountiYou pick the place.”

"I've been thinking about that."

"You can live on a beach and play in the oceagparcan live in Orlando and go to
Disney World every day."

"That'd be okay for Ricky. I'm too old. I've hedhe tickets are too expensive."

"You'd probably get a lifetime pass if you askedyf@ u an d your mom can get
anything you want."

"Yeah, but, Reggie, who wants it if you're afrafd/our shadow. For three nights now,
I've had nightmares about these people, Reggi@n't dant to be scared for the rest of
my life. They'll get me one day, | know they will."

"So what do you do, Mark?"
"l don't know, but I've been thinking real hard absomething."
"I'm listening."

"One good thing about jail is that it allows youtlink a lot." He placed one foot on one
knee and wrapped his fingers around it. "Think albleis, Reggie. What if Romey told
me a lie? He was drunk, taking pills, out of hisichiMaybe he was just talking to hear
himself talk. | was there, remember. The man wagycrSaid all sorts of weird things,
and at first | believed all of it. | was scareddath, and | wasn't thinking clearly. My
head was hurting where he'd slapped me. But noW, kme not so sure. All week I've
been remembering crazy stuff he said and did, aaybm| was too eager to believe
everything."

She was driving exactly fifty-five mil.es per haamd hanging on every word. She had no
idea where he was going with this, and she hadiea where the car was going either.

"But | couldn't take a chance, right? | mean, whédl told the cops everything and they
found the body right where Romey said? Everybodgfsoy but the Mafia, and who



knows what would happen to me. And what if I'd ttild cops everything, but Romey
was lying and they found no body. I'm off the hooght, because in reality | didn't know
anything at all. What a joKer, mat J*omey. cut@saxoo big ot a risk." He paused for a
half mile. The Beach Boys sang "California Girl&Sb I've had a brainstorm."

By now, she could almost feel this brainstorm. Heart stopped and she managed to
keep the wheels between the white lines of the tagte. "And what might that be?" she
asked nervously.

"l think we should see if Romey was lying or not."

She cleared her dry throat. "You mean, go findotbey."

"That's right."

She wanted to laugh at this innocent humor of a&hagtive mind, but at the moment she
didn't have the strength. "You must be kidding."

"Well, let's talk about it. You and | are both egfmsl to be in New Orleans Monday
morning, right?"

"l guess. | haven't seen a subpoena.”

"But I'm your client, and I've got a subpoena. 8ereif they didn't give you one, you'd
still have to go with me, right?"

"That's true."

"And now we're on the run, right? Just you and Bannie and Clyde, running from the
cops."

"l guess you could say that."

"Where's the last place they'd look for us? Thib&u it, Reggie. Where's the last place
in the world they'd expect us to run to?"

“"New Orleans."
"Right. Now, | don't know anything about hiding phtit since you're dodging a
subpoena and you're a lawyer and all, and youwdiéalcriminals all t h e time, ingure

you could get us to New Orleans and no one woutthkih. Right?"

"l suppose so." She was beginning to agree with aimd she was shocked by her own
words.

"And if you can get us to New Orleans, then wa&itifRomey's house."



"Why Romey's house?"

"That's where the body's supposed to be."

This was the last thing in the world she wantekinow. She slowly removed her glasses
and rubbed her eyes. A slight ache was forming éetvher temples, and it would only
get worse.

Romey's house? The home of Jerome Clifford, ded@ade had said this very slowly,
and she had heard it very slowly. She glared Bigtats in front of them but there was
nothing but a red blur. Romey's house? The vicfith® murder was buried at the home
of the accused's lawyer. This was beyond bizaree.niind raced wildly in circles asking
itself a hundred questions and answering noneeshitshe glanced in the mirror, and
was suddenly aware that he was staring at heranatiirious smile.

"Now you know, Reggie," he said.

"But how, why-"

"Don't ask, because | don't know. It's crazy, igR'That's why | think Romey could've
made it up. A crazy mind created this weird stdygwt the body being at his house.”

"So, you don't think it's really there?" she aslsstking reassurance.

"We won't know until we look. If it's not thererml'off the hook and life returns to
normal."

"But what if it's there?"

"We'll worry about that when we find it."
"l don't like your brainstorm."”

"Why not?"

"Look, Mark, son, client, friend, if you think I'going to New Orleans to dig up a dead
body, then you're crazy."

"Of course I'm crazy. Me and Ricky, just a coudi@at cases."
"l won't do it."

"Why not, Reggie?"



"It's much too dangerous, Mark. It's insane, amdutld get us killed. | won't go, and |
can't let you do it."

"Why is it dangerous?"

"Well, it's just dangerous. | don't know."

"Think about it, Reggie. We check on the body, okyen if it's not where Romey said,
I'm home free. We'll tell the cops to drop evemthagainst us, and in return I'll tell them
what | know. And since | don't know where the boeslly is, the Mafia couldn't care
less about me. We walk."

We walk. Too much television. "And if we find thedy?"

"Good question. Think about this slowly, Reggiey @&nd think like a kid. If we find the
body, and then you call the FBI and tell them yaow exactly where it is because
you've seen it with your own eyes, then they'lliegiss anything we want."

"And what exactly do you want?"

"Probably Australia. A nice house, plenty of mohe@ymy mother. New car. Maybe
some plastic surgery. | saw that once in a movieyTrearranged this guy's entire face.
He was dog ugly to start with, and he snitchedamesdrug dealers just so he could get a
new face. Looked like a movie star when it was oout two years later, the drug
dealers gave him another new face."

"You're serious?"

"About the movie?"

"No, about Australia."

"Maybe." He paused and looked out the window. "Mayb

They listened to the radio and didn't speak foesgvmiles. Traffic was light. Memphis
was farther away.

"Let's make a deal,” he said, looking out his windo
"Maybe."
"Let's go to New Orleans."

"I'm not digging for a body."



"Okay, okay. But let's go there. No one will expest We'll talk about the body when we
get there."

"We've already talked about it."

"Just go to New Orleans, okay?" . The highway sd#eted another one, and they were on
top of an overpass. She pointed to her right. Té@esnaway, the Memphis skyline
glowed and flickered under a half-moon. "Wow," laglsn awe. "It's beautiful.”

Neither of them could know that it would be hist la®k at Memphis.

They stopped in Forrest City, Arkansas, for gassaratks. Reggie paid for cupcakes, a
large coffee, and a Sprite, while Mark hid on tlo®f. Minutes, later, they were back on
the interstate headed for Little Rock.

Steam poured from the paper cup as she drove atoti@dahim inhale four cupcakes. He
ate like a kidcrumbs on his pants and in the seagm filling on his fingers, which he
licked as if he hadn't seen food in a month. It elasost two-thirty. The road was empty
except for convoys of tractor-trailer rigs. Shetbetcruise control on sixty-five.

"Do you think they're chasing us yet?" he askedsling the last cupcake and opening
the Sprite. There was a certain excitement in biser

"l doubt it. I'm sure the police are searchinghbspital, but why would they suspect
we're together?"

"I'm worried about Mom. | called her, you know, bedf | called you. Told her about the
escape, and that | was hiding in the hospital.gglteeal mad. But | think | convinced
her I'm safe. | hope they don't give her a harafim

"They won't. But she'll worry herself sick."

"I know. | don't mean to be cruel, but | think sta handle it. Look at what she's already
been through. My mom'’s pretty tough.”

"I'll tell Clint to call her later today."

"Are you going to tell Clint where we're going?"

"I'm not sure where we're going."

He thought about this as two trucks roared by aedHonda veered to the right.
"What would you do, Reggie?"

"For starters, | don't think | would have escaped.”



"That's a lie."

"l beg your pardon.”

"Sure it is. You're dodging a subpoena, aren't yon2loing the same thing. So what's
the difference? You don't want to face the gramgl. judon't want to face the grand jury,
so here we are on the run. We're in the same Reggie."

"There's only one difference. You were in jail, qmll escaped. That's a crime.”

"l was in a jail for juveniles, and juveniles dotmommit crimes. Isn't that what you told
me? Juveniles are rowdy, or delinquent, or in refesipervision, but juveniles do not
commit crimes. Right?"

"If you say so. But it was wrong to escape.”

"It's done. | can't undo it. It's wrong for youdodge the law too, isn't it?"

"Absolutely not. There's no crime in avoiding agokna. | was doing fine until | picked
you up."

"Then stop the car and let me out."

"Oh sure. Please be serious, Mark."

"l am serious."

"Right. And what'll you do when you get out?"

"Oh, I don't know. I'll go as far as | can, and gfet caught then I'll just go into shock and
they'll send me back to Memphis. I'll claim | waazy, and they'll never know you were
involved. Just stop anytime you feel like it, atidget out." He leaned forward and
punched the Seek button on the radio. For fivesrley listened to Conway Twitty and
Tammy Wynette.

"l hate country music,"” she said, and he turnexit

"Can | ask you something?" she said.

"Sure."

"Suppose we go to New Orleans and find the bodyl, Arncording to your plan, we then

cut a deal with the FBI and you go into their wigsgrotection plan. You, Dianne, and
Ricky then fly off into the sunset to Australiawherever, right?"



"l guess."
"Then, why not cut a deal and tell them now?"

"Now you're thinking, Reggie," he said patronizingls if she'd finally awakened and
was beginning to see the light.

"Thank you so much,"” she said.

"It took me a while to figure it out. The answeessy. | don't completely trust the FBI.
Do you?"

"Not completely.”

"And I'm not willing to give them what they wanttiinme, my mother, and my brother
are already far away. You're a good lawyer, Redid,you wouldn't allow your client
to take any chances, would you?"

"Go on."

"Before | tell these clowns anything, | want to raaure we are safely put away
somewhere. It'll take some time to move Ricky.tdlt them now, the bad guys might

find out before we can disappear. It's too risky."

"But what if you told them now, and they didn'tdithe body? What if Clifford was, as
you say, jok-ing?"

"I would never know, would 1? I'd be undercover swhere, getting a nose job,
changing my name to Tommy or something, and all wbuld be for nothing. It makes
more sense to know now, Reggie, if Romey told neetriiath.”

She shook her bewildered head. "I'm not sure b¥olou."

"I'm not sure | follow me, either. But one thingfag certain: I'm not going to New
Orleans with the U.S. marshals. I'm not going tiefthe grand jury on Monday and
refuse to answer questions so they can throw mhy butt in jail down there."

"Good point. So how do we spend our weekend?"

"How far is it to New Orleans?"

"Five or six hours."

"Let's go. We can always chicken out once we gaeth

"How much trouble will it be to find the body?"



"Probably not much.”

"Can | ask where it is at Clifford's house?"

"Well, it's not hanging in a tree or lying in thaghes. It'll take a little work."
"This is completely crazy, Mark."

"I know. It's been a bad week."

34

So much for a quiet saturday morning with the kidson McThune studied his feet on
the rug next to his bed, and tried to focus onctbek on the wall by the bathroom door.
It was almost six, still dark outside, and the cebw/from a late night bottle of wine
blurred his eyes. His wife rolled over and grurgechething he could not understand.

Twenty minutes latec, he found her deep underalers and kissed her good-bye. He
might not be home for a week, he said, but douiftglte heard. Saturdays at work and
days out of town were the norm. Nothing unusual.

But today would be unusual. He opened the doottlaadog ran into the backyard. How
could an eleven-year-old kid simply disappear? Meenphis police had no idea. He just
vanished, the lieutenant said.

Not surprisingly, traffic was light in the predawnours as he headed for the Federal
Building downtown. He punched numbers on his camgh Agents Brenner, Latchee,
and Durston were roused from sleep and instructedetet him immediately. He nipped
through his black book and found the Alexandria hanfor K. O. Lewis.

K.O. was not asleep, but neither was he in the ntode disturbed. He was eating his
oatmeal, enjoying his coffee, chatting with hiseyind just how in the hell could an
eleven-year-old kid disappear while in police cdgtbhe demanded. McThune told him
what he knew, which was nothing, and asked hirretoelady to come to Memphis. It
could be a long weekend. K.O. said he would mageuple of calls, find the jet, and call
him back at the office.



At the office McThune called Larry Trumann in Newléans, and was delighted when
Trumann answered the phone disoriented and obyityshg to sleep. This was
Trumann's case, though McThune had worked on wedlk. And just for fun, he called
George Ord and asked him to come on down witheékeaf the gang. McThune
explained he was hungry, and could George pleasg some Egg McMuffins.

By seven, Brenner, Latchee, and Durston were sdffice gulping coffee and
speculating wildly. Ord arrived next without theoth then two uniformed Memphis
policemen knocked on the door to the outer offiR®y Trimble, Deputy Chief of Police
and a legend in Memphis law enforcement, was wviaigmt

They assembled in McThune's office, and Trimbld|uant coptalk, got right to the point.
"Subject was transported from the detention cameambulance to St. Peter's around
ten-thirty- last night. Subject was signed in by garamedics at St. Peter's ER, at which
time the paramedics left. Subject was not acconagllny Memphis police or jalil
personnel. Paramedics are certain a nurse, oneaGiatts, female white, signed subject
in, but no paperwork can be found. Ms. Watts hatedtshe had subject in ER intake
room, and was called out of room for an undeterchimeason. She was absent for no
more than ten minutes, and upon her return, subjastgone. The paperwork was gone
too, and Ms. Watts assumed subject had been takeR for examination and
treatment." Trimble slowed a bit and cleared hisdhas if this were somehow
unpleasant. "At approximately five this morning, .Mgatts was evidently preparing to
leave her shift, and she checked the intake rec8itus thought of the subject, and began
asking questions. Subject could not be found in &f&l, Admissions had no record of his
arrival. Hospital Security was called, then the Ndams PD. At this time, a thorough
search of the hospital is under way."

"Six hours," McThune said in disbelief.

"l beg your pardon,” Trimble said.

"It took six hours to realize the kid was missing."

"Yes sir, but we don't run the hospital, you see."

"Why was the kid transported to the hospital

swithout security?"

"l can't answer that. An investigation will be undéen. It looks like an oversight.”
"Why was the kid taken to the hospital?"

Trimble took a file from a briefcase, and handedikigne a copy of Telda's report. He

read it carefully. "Says he went into shock after J.S. marshals left. What the hell were
the marshals doing there?"



Trimble opened the file again, and handed McThheestibpoena. He read it carefully,
then handed it to George Ord.

"Anything else, Chief?" he said to Trimble, who heeler taken a seat and had never
stopped pacing slightly. He was eager to leave.

"No sir. We'll complete the search, and call yomiediately if we find anything. We've
got about four dozen men there right now, and weéen checking for a little over an
hour."

"Have you talked to the kid's mother?"

"No sir. Not yet. She's still asleep. We're watghiime room in case he tries to get to her.”

"I'll talk to her first, Chief. I'll be over in alu an hour. Make sure no one sees her before
| do."

"No problem."”

"Thank you, Chief." Trimble clicked his heels taget, and for an instant looked as
though he wanted to salute. He was gone, alonghistbfficers.

McThune looked at Brenner and Latchee. "You guylsevary available agent. Get them
here right now. Immediately." They bolted from toem.

"What about the subpoena?" he asked Ord, who whisdtling it.
"l can't believe it. Foltrigg's lost his mind."
"You knew nothing about it?"

"Of course not. This kid is under the jurisdictiointhe Juvenile Court. | wouldn't think of
trying to reach him. Would you want to piss off HaRoosevelt?"

"l don't think so. We need to call him. I'll do @nd you call Reggie Love. I'd rather not
talk to her."

Ord left the room to find a phone. "Call the U.Sarshal," McThune snapped at Durston.
"Get the scoop on this subpoena. | want to knowykimg about it."

Durston left, and suddenly McThune was alone. leddhrough a phone book until he
found the

Roosevelts. But there was no Harry. It tie nadumlper, it was unlisted, and that was
perfectly understandable with no less than fifiyuband single mothers trying to collect



unpaid child support. McThune made three quicksdalllawyers he knew, and the third
one said that Harry lived on Kensington Streetwdeld send an agent when he could
spare one.

Ord returned shaking his head. "l talked to Regigiee's mother, but she asked more
guestions than | did. | don't think she's there."

"Il send two men as soon as possible. | gues&ymeiter call Foltrigg, the dumbass."”
"Yeah, | guess you're right." Ord turned and leé& bffice again.

At eight, McThune left the elevator on the ninthioit of St. Peter's with Brenner and
Durston following close behind. Three more aget¢sked out in a splendid variety of
hospital garb, met him at the elevator and walkét tim to Room 943. Three massive
security guards stood near the door. McThune kribgeatly, and motioned for his
small squadron to back away. He didn't want toesttae poor woman.

The door opened slightly. "Yes," came a weak véiom the darkness.

"Ms. Sway, I'm Jason McThune, Special Agent, FBlaw you in court yesterday."

The door opened wider, and Dianne stepped intordiek. She said nothing, just waited
for his next words.

"Can | talk to you in private?"

She glanced to her left-three security guards,agents, and three men in scrubs and lab
jackets. "In private?" she said.

"We can walk this way," he said, nodding towardene of the hall.

"Is something the matter?" she asked as if notbisg could possibly go wrong.

"Yes ma'am."

She took a deep breath, and disappeared. Secdedsstae eased through the door with
her cigarettes, and closed it gendy behind hery Wedked slowly in the center of the
empty hall.

"l don't suppose you've talked to Mark," McThunglsa

"He called me yesterday afternoon from the jaiig-said, sticking a cigarette between
her lips. It was not a lie; Mark had indeed caled from the jail.

"Since then?"



"No," she lied. "Why?"

"He's missing."

She hesitated for a step, then continued. "Whatodomean, he's missing?" She was
surprisingly calm. She's probably just numb talal, McThune thought. He gave her a
quick version of Mark's disappearance. They stogtede window and looked at
downtown.

"My God, do you think the Mafia's got him?" she @edkand her eyes watered
immediately. She held the cigarette with a trentbhiand, unable to light it.

McThune shook his head confidently. "No. They dem&n know. We're keeping a lid on
it. | think he just "walked away. Right here, irethospital. We figured he might have
tried to contact you."

"Have you searched this place? He knows it readlif,wou know."

"They've been searching for three hours, but ik$odoubtful. Where would he go?"

She finally lit the cigarette and took a long dréggn exhaled a small cloud. "I have no
idea."

"Well, let me ask you something. What do you kndew Reggie Love? Is she in town
this weekend? Was she planning a trip?"

"Why?"

"We can't find her either. She's not at home. Hether ain't saying much. You received
a subpoena last night, right?"

"That's right."

"Well, Mark got one, and they tried to serve oneRaggie Love, but they haven't found
her yet. Is it possible Mark's with her?"

| hope so, Dianne thought. She hadn't thought athdgitin spite of the pills she hadn't
slept fifteen minutes since he'd called. But Manktloe loose with Reggie was a new idea.
A much more pleasant idea.

"l don't know. It's possible, | guess.”

"Where would they be, you know, the two of themetidwgr?"

"How the hell am | supposed to know? You're the.FBRdn't thought about that until
five seconds ago, and now you're asking me whenedre. Give me a break.”



McThune felt stupid. It was not a bright questiangd she was not as frail as he thought.
Dianne puffed her cigarette, and watched the aamsl@long the streets below. Knowing
Mark, he was probably changing diapers in the myrseassisting with surgery in
orthopedics, or maybe scrambling eggs in the kitcl¢. Peter's was the largest hospital
in the state. There were thousands of people utsdearied roofs. He'd roamed the halls
and made dozens of friends, and it would take tays to find him. She expected him
to call any minute.

"I need to get back," she said, sticking the filtean ashtray.

"If he contacts you, | need to know it."

"Sure."

"And if you hear from Reggie Love, I'd appreciateadl. I'll leave two men here on this
floor, in case you need them."

She walked away.

By eight-thirty, Foltrigg had assembled in his offithe usual crew of Wally Boxx,
Thomas Fink, and Larry Trumann, who arrived laghwvais hair still wet from a quick
shower.

Foltrigg was dressed like a fraternity pledge & fiiessed chinos, starched cotton button-
down, and shiny loafers. Trumann wore a jogging} $Tihe lawyer's missing too," he
announced as he poured coffee from a thermos.

"When did you hear this?" Foltrigg asked.

"Five minutes ago, on my car phone. McThune calted They went to her house to
serve her around eight, but couldn't find her. Stsappeared.”

"What else did McThune say?"

"They're still searching the hospital. The kid dptbinee days there and knows it very
well."

"l doubt if he's there," Foltrigg said with his tmsary quick command of unknown facts.
"Does McThune think the kid's with the lawyer?" Basked.
"Who in hell knows? She'd be kind of stupid to hitle kid escape, wouldn't she?"

"She's not that bright," Foltrigg said scornfully.



Neither are you, thought Trumann. You're the ishbb issued the subpoenas that started
this latest episode. "McThune's spoken twice thesmmg with K. O. Lewis. He's on
standby. They plan to search the hospital untihndimen give up. If the kid's not found

by then, Lewis will zip to Memphis."

"You think Muldanno's involved?" Fink asked.

"l doubt it. Looks like the kid strung them alongtillhe got to the hospital, and at that
point he was on home turf. I'll bet he called teyer, and now they're hiding
somewhere in Memphis."

"I wonder if Muldanno knows," Fink said, looking ltrigg.

"His people are still in Memphis," Trumann saidrt@ke's here, but we haven't seen
Bono or Pirini. Hell, they might have a dozen bapsthere by now."

"Has McThune called in the dogs?" Foltrigg asked.

"Yeah. He's got everyone in his office working dnThey're watching her house, her
secretary's apartment, they've even sent two ménddudge Roosevelt, who's fishing
somewhere in the mountains. Memphis PD has theitabspoked off."

"What about the phones?"

"Which phones?"

"The phones in the hospital room. He's a kid, Layou know he'll try to call his
mother."

"It takes approval from the hospital. McThune ghiely're working on it. But it's
Saturday, and the necessary people are not in."

Foltrigg stood behind his desk, and walked to the

window. "The kid had six hours before anyone realine was missing, right?"
"That's what they said."” " "Have they found theyaws car?"

"No. They're still looking."

"I'll bet they don't find it in Memphis. I'll behe kid and Ms. Love are in the car.”
"Oh really."

"Yeah. Haulin' ass."



"And where might they be haulin' ass to?"
"Somewhere far away."

At nine-thirty, a Memphis policeman called in tlag inumber of an illegally parked
Mazda. It belonged to one Reggie Love. The messagequickly sent to Jason
McThune at his office in the Federal Building.

Ten minutes later, two FBI agents knocked on thar tlm apartment Number 28 at
Bellevue Gardens. They waited, and knocked agdint Kid in the bedroom. If they
kicked the door down, .then he would simply be [ileg on this lovely and peaceful
Saturday morning. They knocked the third time, Hredphone started to ring. It startled
him, and he almost lunged for it. But his answernmachine was on. If the cops would
come to his apartment, then they would certainlyh@sitate to call. After the tone, he
heard Reggie's voice. He lifted the receiver, amndidy whispered, "Reggie, call me
right back.” He hung up.

They knocked the fourth time, and left. The lightsre off and the curtains covered
every window. He stared at the phone for five mesyand it finally rang. The answering
machine gave its message, then the tone. AgaigstReggie.

"Hello," he said quickly.

"Good morning, Clint,” she said cheerfully. "Howeahings in Memphis?"

"Oh, the usual, you know, cops watching my apartyisnging on the door. Typical
Saturday."

IICOpS?II

"Yeah. For the past hour, I've been sitting in Hoget watching my little television. The

news is all over the place. They haven't mentigredyet, but Mark's on every channel.
Right now, it's simply a disappearance, not anpmsta

"Have you talked to Dianne?"

"| called her about an hour ago. The FBI had jokt her he was missing. | explained he
was with you, and this calmed her a bit. Franklgg&e, she's been shocked so much |
don't think it registered. Where are you?"

"We've checked into a motel in Metairie."

"I'm sorry. Did you say Metairie? As in LouisianRight outside of New Orleans?"

"That's the place. We drove all night.”



"Why the hell are you down there, Reggie? Of adl phaces to hide, why did you pick a
suburb of New Orleans? Why not Alaska?"

"Because it's the last place we'd be expected.e/gafe, Clint. | paid cash and registered
under another name. We'll sleep a bit, then seeitphé

"See the city? Come on, Reggie, what's going on?"

"I'll explain it later. Have you talked to Momma \&?"

"No. I'll call her right now."

"Do that. I'll call back this afternoon.”

"You're crazy, Reggie. Do you know that? You've asur mind."
"I know. But I've been crazy before. Good-bye now."

Clint placed the phone on the table, and stretdmeithe unmade bed. She had indeed
been crazy before.

35

Barry the Blade entered the warehouse alone. Gasdlve swaggering strut of the
quickest gun in town. Gone was the smirking scawhe cocky street hood. Gone were
the flashy suit and Italian loafers. The earringsenin a pocket. The ponytail was tucked
under his collar. He'd shaved just an hour ago.

He climbed the rusted steps to the second levdlitasught about playing on these same
stairs as a child. His father was alive then, dtet achool he'd hang around here until
dark, watching containers come and go, listenintp¢ostevedores, learning their
language, smoking their cigarettes, looking atrtheigazines. It was a wonderful place
to grow up, especially for a boy who wanted to béhimg but a gangster.

Now the warehouse was not as busy. He walked dlegunway next to the dirty,
painted windows overlooking the river. His stepeaad through the vast emptiness
below. A few dusty containers were scattered atamd,hadn't been moved in years. His



uncle's black Cadillacs were parked together eadocks. Tito, the faithful chauffeur,
polished a fender.

He glanced up at the sound of footsteps, and wav8arry.

Though he was quite anxious, he walked deliberatsiyng not to strut. Both hands were
stuck deep in his pockets. He watched the riverutin the ancient windows. An
imitation paddle wheeler hauled tourists downrifagra breathtaking tour of more
warehouses and perhaps a barge or two. The runoapesl at a metal door. He pushed
a button and looked directly into the camera abdusédiead. A loud click, and the door
opened. Mo, a former stevedore who'd given hinfitssbeer when he was twelve, stood
there, wearing a dreadful suit. Mo had at least fuuns either on him or within reach. He
nodded at Barry, and waved him on. Mo had beereadly guy until he'd started
wearing suits, which happened about the same tersatv The Godfather, and he hadn't
smiled since.

Barry walked through a room with two empty desks] knocked on a door. He took a
deep breath. "Come in," a voice said gently, andrtered his uncle's office.

Johnny Sulari was aging nicely. A big man, in l@genties, he stood straight and moved
quickly. His hair was brilliantly gray, and not@¢tion of the hairline had receded. His
forehead was small, and the hair started two inabese the eyebrows and was slicked
back in shiny waves. As usual, he wore a dark autiby the jacket hanging on a rack by
the window. The tie was navy and terribly boringeTred suspenders were his trademark.
He smiled at Barry and waved to a worn leatherrctia@ same one Barry had sat in as a
child.

Johnny was a gentleman, one of the last in a degliousiness being quickly overrun by
younger men who were greedier and nastier. Merhigkeephew here.

But it was a forced smile. This was not a sociéll Gdey'd talked more in the past three
days than in the past three years.

"Bad news, Barry?" Johnny asked, knowing the answer

"You might say so. The kid's disappeared in Memphis

Johnny stared icily at Barry, who, for one of teerftimes in his life, did not stare back.
The eyes failed him. The lethal, legendary eydBaofy the Blade Muldanno were

blinking and watching the floor.

"How could you be so stupid?" Johnny asked calii8yupid to leave the body around
here. Stupid to tell your lawyer. Stupid. Stupitugsd."

The eyes blinked faster and he shifted his weigbtnodded in agreement, now penitent.
"l need help, okay."



"Of course you need help. You've done a very sttipity, and now you need someone
to rescue you."

"It concerns all of us, | think."

Johnny's eyes flashed pure anger, but he contrbifedelf. He was always under control.
"Oh, really. Is that a threat, Barry? You're cominigp my office to ask for help and
you're threatening me? Are you planning to do statveln'? Come on, boy. If you're
convicted, you'll take it to your grave.”

"That's true, but I'd rather not be convicted, kaow. There's still time."

"You're a dumbass, Barry. Have | ever told youhat

"l think so."

"You stalked the man for weeks. You caught him kimgpout of a dirty little
whorehouse. All you had to do was hit him overhiead, coupla bullets, clean out his
pockets, leave the body for the -whores to triprpoaad the cops would say it's just
another cheap murder. They woulda never suspenidabdy. But, no,1 Barry, you're too
dumb to keep it simple.”

Barry shifted again and watched the floor.

Johnny glared at him and unwrapped a cigar. "Ansmeguestions slowly, okay? | don't
wanna know too much, you understand?" " "Yeah."

"Is the body here in the city?"
"Yeah."

Johnny clipped the end of the cigar and lickedbivly. He shook his head in disgust.
"How stupid. Is it easy to get to?"

"Yeah."

"Have the feds been close to it?"
"l don't think so."

"Is it underground?"

"Yeah."

"How long will it take to dig it up or whatever ydave to do?"



"An hour, maybe two."

"So it's not in dirt?"

"Concrete."

Johnny lit the cigar with a match, and relaxedwhi@kles above his eyes. "Concrete," he
repeated. Maybe the boy wasn't quite as stupie dsdught. Forget it. He was plenty

stupid. "How many men?"

"“Two or three. | can't do it. They're watching gverove | make. If | go near the place,
I'll just lead them to it."

Plenty stupid, all right. He blew a smoke ring. garking lot? A sidewalk?"

"Under a garage." Barry shifted again, and kepetkes on the floor.

Johnny blew another smoke ring. "A garage. A payigarage?"

"A garage behind a house."

He studied the thin layer of ashes at the endetihar, then slowly placed it between
his teeth. He wasn't stupid, he was dumb. He puffedce. "When you say house, do
you mean a house on a street with other housestféar

"Yeah." At the time of the burial, Boyd Boyette Hagken in his trunk for twenty-five
hours. Options were limited. He was near panic,\aasl afraid to leave the city. It wasn't
such a bad idea at the time.

"And these other houses have people living in thveght? People with ears and eyes?"
"I haven't met them, you know, but | would assumeé s

"Don't get cute with me."

Barry slid an inch in his chair. "Sorry," he said.

Johnny stood and walked slowly to the tinted windalivectly above the river. He shook
his head in disbelief, and puffed his cigar in fragon. Then he turned and walked back
to his seat. He placed the cigar in the ashtrayleanked forward on his elbows. "Whose

house?" he asked, stonefaced and ready to explode.

Barry swallowed hard and recrossed his legs. "JerGiifford's."



There was no eruption. Johnny was known to havevater in his veins, and took great
pride in staying cool. He was a rarity in this gsgion, but his level head had made him
lots of money. And kept him alive. He placed hi$ leand completely over his mouth as
if there were no way he could believe this. "Jer@tiford's house," he repeated.

Barry nodded. At the time, Clifford had been skiingColorado, and Barry knew this
because Clifford had invited him to go. He livedra in a big house with dozens of
shady trees. The garage was a separate strudting by itself in the backyard. It was a
perfect place, he had thought, because no one vemeldsuspect it.

And he'd been right-it was a perfect place. The featin't been near it. It was not a
mistake. He'd planned to move it later. The mistake been to tell Clifford.

"And you want me to send in three men to dig itwiphout making a sound, and dispose
of it properly?"

"Yes sir. It could save my ass."
"Why do you say this?"

"Because I'm afraid this kid knows where it is, &t disappeared. Who knows what
he's doing? It's just too risky. We gotta movelibdy, Johnny. I'm begging you."

"l hate beggars, Barry. What if we get caught? Wihaneighbor hears something and
calls the cops, and they show up, just checkird prowler, you know, and, son of a
bitch, there's three boys diggin' up a corpse.”

"They won't get caught.”

"How do you know! How'd you do it? How'd you buriyrhin concrete without getting
caught?"

"I've done it before, okay."
"l wanna know!"

Barry straightened himself a bit, and recrosseddgs. "The day after | hit him, |
unloaded six bags of ready-mix at the garage. liwastruck with bogus tags, dressed
like a yard boy, you know. No one seemed to nofite nearest house is a good thirty
yards away, and there's trees everywhere. | wakt dtamidnight in the same truck and
unloaded the body in the garage. Then | left. Teexelitch behind the garage, and a park
on the other side of the ditch. | just walked tlglodhe trees, climbed across the ditch,
and sneaked into the garage. Took about thirty tegto dig a shallow grave, put the
body in it, and mix the concrete. The floor of thegage is gravel, white rock, you know.

| went back the next night, after the stuff haddriand covered it with the gravel. He's



got this old boat, and so | rolled the boat backroiz When | left, everything was perfect.
Clifford never had a clue."

"Until you told him, of course.”
"Yeah, until | told him. It was a mistake, | adrhit.
"Sounds like a lot of hard -work."

"I've done it before, okay. It's easy. | was gommave it later, but then the feds got
involved and they've followed me for eight months."

Johnny was nervous now. He relit the cigar and'netito the window. "You know,
Barry," he said, looking at the water, "you've gome talent, boy, but you're an idiot
when it comes to removing the evidence. We've atwesed the Gulf out there.
Whatever happened to barrels and chains and welghts

"l promise it won't happen again. Just help me revd I'll never make this mistake
again."

"There won't be a next time, Barry. If you somelswwvive this, I'm gonna let you drive
a truck for a while, then maybe run a fence foearyor so. | don't know. Maybe you can
go to Vegas and spend a little time with Rock."

Barry stared at the back of the silver head. He'tbk the moment, but he would not
drive a truck or fence or kiss Rock'’s ass. "Whatgea say, Johnny. Just help me."

Johnny returned to his seat behind the desk. Hehpththe bridge of his nose. "l guess
it's urgent.”

"Tonight. This kid's on the loose. He's scared, ilagust a matter of time before he tells
someone."

Johnny closed his eyes and shook his head.

Barry continued. "Give me three men. I'll tell themactly how to do it, and | promise
they won't get caught. It'll be easy."

Johnny nodded slowly, painfully. Okay. Okay. Haathat Barry. "Now get the hell
outta here."

After seven hours of searching, chief Trimble dexiaSt. Peter's to be free of Mark
Sway. He huddled in the lobby near Admissions withofficers, and pronounced the
search over. They would continue to patrol the élmand walkways and corridors, and
stand guard at the elevators and stairwells, lay were all now convinced the kid had
eluded them. Trimble called McThune at his offiaehvwthe news.



McThune was not surprised. He had been briefedgieally throughout the morning as
the search fizzled. And there was no sign of Regdmnmma Love had been bothered
twice, and now she refused to answer the doord$blel them to either produce a search
warrant, or get the hell off her property. Thereswa probable cause for a search warrant,
and he suspected Momma Love knew this. The hodmathiconsented to the wiring of
the phone in Room 943. Less than thirty minuteBezatwo agents, posing as orderlies,
had entered the room while Dianne was down thetalkihg to the Memphis police.
Instead of inserting the device, they simply swattiphones. They were in the room less
than a minute. The child, they reported, was astéeepnever moved. The line was direct
to the outside, and tapping in through the hospitalchboard would've taken at least
two hours and involved other people.

Clint had not been found, but there was no valadoa to obtain a search warrant for his
apartment, so they simply watched it.

Harry Roosevelt had been located in a rented lmyaewhere along the Buffalo River in
Arkansas. McThune had talked to him around eleManry was livid, to say the least,
and was now en route to the city.

Ord had called Foltrigg twice during the morningt,luncharacteristically, the great man
had little to say. The brilliant strategy of ambumshsubpoena had blown up in his face,
and he was plotting some serious damage control.

K. O. Lewis was already on board Director Voylgstsand two agents had been
dispatched to meet him at the airport. He would/araround two.

An all-points bulletin for Mark Sway had been oe tmtional wire since early morning.
McThune was reluctant to add the name of Reggieltovt. Though he hated lawyers,
he found it difficult to believe one would actualiglp a child escape. But as the morning
dragged on and there was no sign of her, he becamanced that their disappearances
were more than coincidental. At eleven, he addechame to the APB, along with a
physical description and a comment that she wasatnly traveling with Mark Sway. If
they were in fact together, and if they had crosssthte line, the offense would be
federal and he'd have the pleasure of nailing her.

There was little to do but wait. He and George feabted on cold sandwiches and coffee
for lunch. Another phone call, another reporteiiragkjuestions. No comment.

Another phone call, and Agent Durston walked it office and held up three fingers.
"Line three," he said. "It's Brenner at the hodpitdcThune hit the button. "Yeah," he
barked at the phone.

Brenner was in Room 945, next door to Ricky. Hekspga a guarded voice. "Jason,
listen, we just heard a phone call from Clint Vamoder to Dianne Sway. He told her he



had just talked to Reggie, that she and Mark weiaw Orleans, and everything was
fine."

"New Orleans!"

"That's what he said. No indication of exactly whgust New Orleans. Dianne said
almost nothing, and the entire conversation |lasteter two minutes. He said he was
calling from his girlfriend's apartment in East Mgiis, and he promised to call back
later.”

"Where in East Memphis?"

"We can't determine that, and he didn't say. Wg'land trace it next time. He hung up
too quick. I'll send the tape over."

"Do that." McThune punched another button, and Beenvas gone. He immediately
called Larry Trumann in New Orleans.

36

The house was in the bend of an old, shady stiadtas they approached it Mark
instinctively slid downward in the seat until ortilis eyes and the top of his head were
visible in the window. He was wearing a black-amddgSaints cap Reggie had bought
him at a Wal-Mart along with a pair of jeans an@ sweatshirts. A street map was
folded badly and stuffed beside the hand brake.

"It's a big house," he said from under the caphag trove through the bend without the
slightest decrease in speed. Reggie saw as mwstteauld, but she was driving on a
strange street and trying desperately not to appespicious. It was 3 P.M., hours before
dark, and they could drive and look for the regthef afternoon if they wished. She, too, -
wore a Saints cap, solid black, and it coveredshert gray hair. Her eyes hid behind
large sunglasses.

She held her breath as they passed the mailboxtégthame Clifford on the side in
small gold stick-on lettering. It certainly was ig house, but nothing spectacular for this
neighborhood. It was of English



Tudor design, with dark wood and dark brick, andawvering all of one side and most

of the front. It was not particularly pretty, st@tight as she remembered the newspaper
article in which Clifford was described as a divexdather of one. It was obvious, to her
at least, that the house did not have the advamagevoman living in it. Though she
could glance at it only as she made the bend anlecieyes in all directions, looking at
once for neighbors, cops, thugs, the garage, antdhse, she noticed there were no
flowers in the beds and the hedges needed trimriiimg windows were covered with
dark, drab curtains.

It was not pretty, but it was certainly peaceftikdt in the center of a large lot with
dozens of heavy oaks around it. The driveway rangh thick hedge and disappeared
somewhere around back. Though Clifford had beed @wdive days, the grass was
neady trimmed. There was no clue that the housena@suninhabited. There was no
hint of any suspicion. Perhaps it was the perfeatepto hide a body.

"There's the garage,” Mark said, peeking now. & waeparate structure, fifty or so feet
from the house, obviously built much later. A snsadlewalk led to the house. A red
Triumph Spitfire was on blocks next to the garage.

Mark jerked and stared at the house through thewislow as they eased down the
street. "What do you think, Reggie?"

"Looks awfully quiet, doesn't it?"
"Yeah."
"Is it what you expected?" she asked.

"I don't know. | watch all those cop shows, youwnand for some reason | could just
see Romey's house with yellow police line tapensfrall over the place.”

"Why? No crime was committed there. It's just tibenle of a man who committed
suicide. Why would the cops be interested?"

The house was out of sight, and Mark turned ar@ntbsat straight in the seat. "Do you
think they've searched it?" he asked.

"Probably. I'm sure they got a search warrant iethlouse and office, but what could
they find? He carried his little secret with him."

They stopped at an intersection, then continueid tiner of the neighborhood.
"What happens to his house?" Mark asked.

"I'm sure he had a will. His heirs will get the Iseuand his assets."



"Yeah. You know, Reggie, | guess | need a will. Matverybody after me and all. What
do you think?"

"What, exactly, do you own?"

"Well, now that I'm famous and all, | figure the Ijavood people will be knocking on

my door. | realize we don't have a door at thegmme8me, but something's gotta happen
about that, Reggie, don't you think? | mean, weagoave a door of some sort? Anyway,
they'll want to do this big movie about the kid whkreew too much, and, | hate to say this
for obvious reasons, but if these goons put me athay the movie will be huge and
Mom and Ricky will be on easy street. Follow me?"

"l think so. You want a will so Dianne and Rickylkget the movie rights to your life
story?"

"Exactly."

"You don't need one."

"Why not?"

"They'll get all your assets anyway."

"Just as well. Saves me attorney's fees."

"Could we talk about something other than wills dedth?"

He shut up and watched the houses on his sideditteet. He'd slept most of the night
in the backseat, then napped for five hours imtbél room. She, on the other hand, had
driven all night and napped less than two hours.\8&s tired, scared, and beginning to
snap at him.

They zigzagged at a leisurely pace through thelined streets. The weather was warm
and clear. At every house, people were either mgwgmass or pulling weeds or painting
shutters. Spanish moss hung from stately oaksastReggie's first tour of New Orleans,
and she wished the circumstances were better.

"Are you getting tired of me, Reggie?" he askedwiit looking at her.

"Of course not. Are you tired of me?"

"No, Reggie. Right now, you're my only friend iretntire world. | just hope I'm not
bugging you."

"l promise."



Reggie had studied the street map for two hours.cBmpleted a wide loop, and now
they were on Romey's street again. They easededydnse without slowing, both
gawking at the double garage with a pitched gabta the retractable doors. It needed
painting. The concrete drive stopped twenty feanfthe doors and turned to the rear of
the house. A ragged hedgerow over six feet highalamg one side of the garage and
blocked the view of the nearest house, which wésast a hundred feet away. Behind
the garage, the small rear lawn stopped at a dimkirience, and beyond the fence was a
heavily wooded area.

They said nothing during the second viewing of Rgsbouse. The black Accord
wandered aimlessly through the neighborhood angpstb near a tennis court in an open
area called West Park. Reggie unfolded the street and twisted and flipped it until it
covered most of the front seat. Mark watched twavigdhousewives engage in truly
horrible tennis. But they were cute, with theirkpand green socks and matching sun
visors. A biker approached on a narrow asphalt tteen disappeared deep into the
woods.

Once again, Reggie attempted to fold the map. "iBhise place,” she said.
"Do you want to chicken out?" he asked.
"Sort of. What about you?"

"l don't know. We've come this far. Seems kindly $d run away now. The garage
looked harmless to me."

She was still folding the map. "I guess we canadng if we get spooked, we'll just run
back here."

"Where are we now?"
She opened her door. "Let's go for a walk."

The bike trail ran beside a soccer field, thentlergugh a dense section of woods. The
branches of the trees met above it, giving a tuhikeldarkness. The bright sunlight
flickered through intermittently. An occasional éikforced them from the asphalt for a
few seconds.

The walk was refreshing. After three days in thefital, two days in jail, seven hours in
the car, and six hours in the motel, Mark coulcebarestrain himself as they rambled
through the woods. He missed his bike, and he titdgw nice it would be if he and
Ricky were here on this trail, racing through ttees without a worry in the world. Just
kids again. He missed the crowded streets of Hietmpark with kids running

everywhere and games of all sorts materializingpouit a moment's notice. He missed
the private little trails of his own woods aroundcker Wheel Estates and the long,
solitary walks he had enjoyed all his life. Andasige as it seemed, he missed his hiding



places under his own personal trees and besidksctieat belonged to him where he
could sit and think, and, yes, sneak a cigarettevor He hadn't touched one since
Monday.

"What am | doing here?" he asked, barely audible.
"It was your idea," she said, hands stuck deegimbw jeans, also from Wal-Matrt.

"It's been my favorite question this week-'Whatlaining here?' I've asked it
everywhere, the hospital, the jail, the courtro&@verywhere."

"You want to go home, Mark?"
"What's home?"
"Memphis. I'll take you back to your mother."

"Yeah, but | won't stay with her, will I? In fastie probably wouldn't even make it to
Ricky's room before they grabbed me, and off I'dlgk to jail, back to court, back' to
see Harry, who'd really be ticked, wouldn't he?"

"Yeah, but | can work on Harry."

Nobody worked on Harry, Mark had decided. He cadd himself sitting in court trying
to explain why he'd escaped. Harry would send hacklio the detention center, where
his sweetheart Doreen would be a different permslompizza. No television. They'd
probably put leg chains on him and throw him intaoy.

"l can't go back, Reggie. Not now."

They had discussed their various options until lveghe tired of the subject. Nothing had
been settled. Each new idea immediately raisedzardproblems. Each course of action
ran in all directions and eventually led to disastéey had both reached, through
different routes, the unmistakable conclusion thate was no simple solution. There
was no reasonable thing to do. There was no plan eamotely attractive.

But neither believed they would actually dig foe thody of Boyd Boyette. Something
would happen along the way to spook them, anddheyi back to Memphis. This was
yet to be admitted by either.

Reggie stopped at the half-mile marker. To thevefs an open grassy area with a
pavilion in the center for picnics. To the rightsmall foot trail ventured deeper into the
trees. "Let's try this," she said, and they leét liike route.

He followed close behind. "Do you know where yogioeng?"



"No. But follow me anyway."

The trail widened a bit, then suddenly gave outdisdppeared. Empty beer bottles and
chip bags littered the ground. They wove througledrand brush until they found a small
clearing. The sun was suddenly bright. Reggie datther eyes with her hand and
looked at a straight row of trees stretching betbesn.

"I think that's the creek,"” she said.

"What creek?"

"According to the map, Clifford's street borders3aiMeark, and there's a little green line
that appears to be a creek or bayou or somethimgng behind his house."

"It's nothing but trees."

She shuffled side-ways for a few feet, then stoetipointed. "Look, there are roofs on
the other side of those trees. | think it's Cliffgrstreet.”

Mark stood beside her and strained on tiptoesélteem."
"Follow me," she said, and they headed for the sbwees.

It was a beautiful day. They were out for a stiollhe park. This was public property.
Nothing to be afraid of.

The creek was nothing but a dry bed of sand atat.liThey picked their way down
through the vines and brush, and stood where therwace ran many years before. Even
the mud had dried. They climbed the opposite bamauch steeper one but with more
vines and saplings to grab on to.

Reggie was breathing hard-when they stopped oattier side of the creek bed. "Are
you scared?" she asked.

"No. Are you?"
"Of course, and you are too. Do you want to kedapgfty

"Sure, and I'm not afraid. We're just out for aghithat's all." He was terrified and wanted
to run, but they had made it this far without iresitl And there was a certain thrill in
sneaking through the jungle like this. He'd doreetitousand times around the trailer
park. He knew to watch for snakes and poison ivg/dHearned how to line up three trees
ahead of him to keep from getting lost. He'd plagt-and-seek in rougher terrain than
this. He suddenly crouched low and darted aheaulldi¥ me."

"This is not a game," she said.



"Just follow me, unless, of course, you're scared.”
"I'm terrified. I'm fifty-two years old, Mark. Nowlow down."

The first fence they saw was made of cedar, anddtaged in the trees and moved
behind the houses. A dog barked in their generattion, but they could not be seen
from the house. Then a chain-link fence, but it wassClifford's. The woods and
underbrush thickened, but from nowhere came a gnadlthat ran parallel to the fence
row.

Then they saw it. On the other side of a chainderice, the red Triumph Spitfire sat
alone and abandoned next to Romey's garage. Tleeoédige woods stopped less than
twenty feet from the fence, and between it anddlae wall of the garage a dozen or so
oaks and elms with Spanish moss shaded the backyard

Not surprisingly, Romey was a slob. He had piledrde and bricks, buckets and rakes,
all sorts of debris behind the garage and outgiftsaf the street.

There was a small gate in the chain-link fence. Jémage had a window and a door in
the rear wall. Sacks of unused and ruined fertikzere stacked against it. An old lawn
mower with the handles off was parked by the d@wrthe whole, the yard was
overgrown and had been for some time. Weeds alméehce were knee-high.

They squatted in the trees and stared at the garagg would get no closer. The
neighbor's patio and charcoal grill were a stotine®wv away.

Regagie tried to catch her breath, but it swas msisble. She clutched Mark's hand, and
found it impossible to believe that the body of @ited States senator was buried less
than a hundred feet from where she was now hiding.

"Are we gonna go in there?" Mark asked. It was ahaochallenge, though she detected
a trace of fear. Good, she thought, he is scared.

She caught her breath long enough to whisper. YWve come far enough.”

He hesitated for a long time, then said, "It'lldzesy."

"It's a big garage," she said.

"I know exactly where it is."

"Well, | haven't pressed you on this, but don't yluink it's time to share it with me?"

"It's under the boat."



"He told you this?"

"Yes. He was very specific. It's buried under tbath'
"What if there's no boat?"

"Then we haul ass."

He was finally sweating and breathing hard. Sheéh€nough. She stayed low and
began backing away. "I'm leaving now," she said.

K. 0. Lewis never left the plane. McThune and conypaere waiting when it landed,
and they rushed aboard as it refueled. Thirty nesildter, they left for New Orleans,
where Larry Trumann now waited anxiously.

Lewis didn't like it. What the hell was he supposedo in New Orleans? It was a big
city. They had no idea what she was driving. Ini,fdey didn't know if Reggie and Mark
had driven, flown, or taken a bus or a train. Iswaaourist and convention city with
thousands of hotel rooms and crowded streets. thatyl made a mistake, it would be
impossible to find them.

But Director Voyles wanted him. on the scene, andf§he went to New Orleans. Find
the kid and make him talk-those were his instrungid®romise him anything.

37

Two of the three, Leo and lonucci, were veteraibilegkers for the Sulari family, and
were actually related by blood to Barry the Blatieugh they often denied it. The third,
a huge kid with massive biceps, a wide neck, arl thaist, was known simply as the
Bull, for obvious reasons. He'd been sent on thissual errand to perform most of the
grunt work. Barry assured them it would not beidifit. The concrete was thin. The
body was small. Chip a little here, and chip &elithere, and before they knew it they'd
see a black garbage bag.

Barry had diagrammed the floor of the garage, aatked with exact confidence the
position of the grave. He had drawn a map witima $tarting at the parking lot of West
Park and running between the tennis courts, athessoccer field, through a patch of



trees, then across another field with a picnic lpavi then along the bike route for a ways
until a footpath led to the ditch. It would be edsg had assured them all afternoon.

The bike trail was deserted, and with good reason.

It was ten minutes after eleven, Saturday nighé din was muggy, and by the time they
reached the footpath they were breathing heavilysaveating! The Bull, much younger
and fitter, followed the other two and smiled tokelf as they bitched quietly in the
blackness about the humidity. They were in thée thirties, he guessed, chain-smokers
of course, abusive drinkers, sloppy eaters. They \wedping about sweating, and they
hadn't walked a mile yet.

Leo was in charge of this expedition, and he cdrtie flashlight. They were dressed in
solid black, Lonucci followed like a bloodhound kviheartworms, head down, breathing
hard, lethargic, mad at the world for being he€aréful," Leo said as they eased down
the ditch bank in heavy weeds. They were not exaablodsy types. This place had been
frightening enough at 6 P.M. when they first walkieoff. Now it was terrifying. The

Bull expected- at any moment to step on a thickiregng snake. Of course, if he was
bitten, he could turn around with justificationdaime hoped, find the car. His two
buddies would then be forced to, go it alone. ljgad on a log, but kept his balance. He
almost wished for a snake.

"Careful,” Leo said for the tenth time, as if sayihmade things safer. They eased along
the dark and weedy creek bed for two hundred yainés, climbed the other bank. The
flashlight was turned off, and they crouched lowotlgh the brush until they were behind
Clifford's chain-link fence. They rested on theieks.

"This is stupid, you know," | onucci said betweend breaths. "Since when do we dig
up bodies?"

Leo was surveying the darkness of Clifford's bacitydlot a single light. They had
driven by only minutes earlier, and noticed a srga# light burning in a globe near the
front door, but the rear was complete darknessut'8p," he said without moving his
head.

"Yeah, yeah," Lonucci mumbled. "It's stupid.” HZ&aming lungs were almost audible.
Sweat dripped from his chin. The Bull knelt behthdm, shaking his head at their
unfitness. They were used primarily as bodyguandscivers, occupations that required
little exertion. Legend held that Leo did his fikiiting when he was seventeen, but was
forced to quit a few years later when he serveeé tifhe Bull had heard that Lonucci had
been shot twice over the years, but this was umoefl. The people who generated
these stories were not known for telling the truth.

"Let's go," Leo said like a field marshal. They aisal across the grass to the gate in
Clifford's fence, then through it. They darted bedw the trees until they landed against
the rear wall of the garage. Lonucci was in paie.féll to all fours and heaved mightily.



Leo crawled to a corner and looked for movement derr. Nothing. Nothing but the
sounds of Lonucci's impending cardiac arrest. Thk fiizeked around the other corner
and watched the rear of Clifford's house.

The neighborhood was asleep. Even the dogs haztigat night.

Leo stood and tried to open the rear door. It wakdd. "Stay here," he said, and slid low
around the garage until he came to the front dbaras locked also. Back to the rear, he
said, "We gotta break some glass. It's locked too."

Lonucci produced a hammer from a pouch on his warst Leo began tapping lightly on
the dirty pane just above the doorknob. "Watch tloaber,” he said to the Bull, who
crawled behind him and looked in the directionhef Ballantine home next door.

Leo pecked and pecked until the pane was brokewraktgully removed broken pieces
and tossed them aside. When the jagged edges lgarele slid his left arm through and
unlocked the door. He turned on the flashlight, tedthree eased inside.

Barry said he remembered the place being a med<l&ford obviously had been too
busy to tidy things up before he passed on. Tlsething they noticed was that the floor
was gravel, not concrete. Leo kicked at the whattks beneath his feet. If Barry had told
them about the gravel flooring, he didn't remeniber

The boat was in the center of the garage. It wastaen-foot outboard ski rig with a
heavy layer of dust over it. Three of the fourl&natires were flat. This boat had not
touched water in years. Layers of junk were pilgdiast it. Garden tools, sacks of
aluminum cans, stacks of newspapers, rusted patiitdire. Ro-mey didn't need a
garbage service. Hell, he had a garage. Thick spetes were strung in every corner.
Unused tools hung from the walls.

Clifford, for some reason, had been a prodigiodkector of wire clothes hangers.
Thousands of them hung on strands of wire aboveadhé Rows and rows of clothes
hangers. At some point, he'd grown weary of runtiegwire, so he'd simply driven long
nails into the wall studs and packed hundreds ngbes on them. Romey, the
environmentalist, had also collected cans andiplashtainers, obviously -with the lofty
goal of recycling. But he'd been a busy man, ana small mountain of green garbage
bags stuffed with cans and bottles filled halfred arage. He'd been such a slob, he'd
even thrown some of the bags into the boat.

Leo aimed the small light at a point directly unttex main beam of the trailer. He
motioned for the Bull, who eased onto all fours Aedan brushing away me white rock
gravel. From the waist pouch, Lonucci produced alstrowel. The Bull took it and
scraped away more gravel. His two partners stoed o shoulders.

Two inches down, the scraping sound changed whestriiek concrete. The boat was in
the way. The Bull stood, slowly lifted the hitcmdawith a mighty strain rolled the front



of the trailer five feet to the side. The sidelwd trailer brushed against the mountain of
aluminum cans, and there was a prolonged racketnidn froze, and listened.

"You gotta be careful.” Leo whispered the obvidi®&ay here, and don't move." He left
them standing in the dark beside the boat, andlgaseugh the rear door. He stood
beside a tree behind the garage and watched thenBaé house next door. It was dark
and quiet. A patio light cast a dim glow around d¢indl and flower beds, but nothing
moved. Leo watched and waited. He doubted the beighcould hear a jack-hammer.
He crept back inside the garage and aimed thelifigstat the spot of concrete under the
gravel. "Let's clear it off," he said, and the Belurned to his knees.

Barry had explained that he'd first dug a shalloavg, approximately six feet by two
feet, and no more than eighteen inches deep. Téidrstuffed the body into it. Then he'd
packed the pre-mix concrete around the body, wivieh wrapped in black plastic
garbage bags. Then he'd added water to his ktigpe. He'd returned the next day to
cover it all with gravel and put the boat in place.

He'd done a fine job. Given Clifford's talent faganization, it would be another five
years before the boat was moved. Barry had exlaima this was just a temporary
grave. He'd planned to move it, but the feds siaregling him, Leo and Lonucci had
disposed of a few bodies, usually in weighted bsuweer water, but they were impressed
with Barry's temporary hiding place.

The Bull scraped and brushed, and soon the erdirerete surface was clear. Lonucci
knelt on the other side of it, and he and the Balian chipping away with chisels and
hammers. Leo placed the flashlight on the gravsideethem, and eased again through
the rear door. He crouched low and moved to that fobthe garage. All was quiet. The
chiseling could be heard, all right. He walked §iyido the rear of Clifford's house,
maybe fifty feet away, and the sounds were banetiitde. He smiled to himself. Had the
Ballan-tines been awake, they could not have hieard

He darted back to the garage, and sat in the deskmetween a corner and the Spitfire.
He could see the empty street. A small black cae@around the bend in front of the
house, and was gone. No other traffic. Throughtdge, he could see the outline of the
Ballantine house. Nothing moved. The only soundsewiee muffled chippings of
concrete from the grave of Boyd Boyette.

Clint s accord stopped near the tennis courtsda re
Cadillac was parked near the street. Reggie tuoffetie lights and the engine.
They sat in silence and stared through the winét$liethe dark soccer field. This is a

wonderful place to get mugged, she thought to Ifefa& didn't mention it. There was
plenty to fear without thinking of muggers.



Mark hadn't said much since napped, together orbedefor an hour after the pizza had
been delivered to their motel room. They had watdleéevision. He had asked her
repeatedly about the time, as if he had an appemtmvith a firing squad. At ten, she
was convinced he would chicken out. At eleven, las pacing around the room, and
going back and forth to the bathroom.

But here they were at eleven-forty, sitting in & ¢er on a dark night, planning an
impossible mission that neither really wanted.

"Do you think anybody knows we're here?" he askdtlys

She looked at him. His gaze was lost somewherertakgee soccer field. "You mean,
here in New Orleans?"

"Yeah. Do you think anyone knows we're in New On&
"No. | don't think so."

This seemed to satisfy him. She'd talked to Cliatiad seven. A Memphis TV station
had reported that she was missing as well, bugthappeared to be quiet. Clint hadn't
left his bedroom in twelve hours, he said, so wdb&l please hurry up and do whatever
the hell they were planning. He'd called Momma Ldsee was worried, but doing okay
under the circumstances.

They left the car and walked along the bike trail.

"Are you sure you want to do this?" she asked,iligplround nervously. The trail was
pitch black, and in places only the asphalt bentrein feet kept them from wandering
into the trees. They walked slowly, side by side] held hands.

As she took one uncertain step after another, Reaglied herself what she was doing
here on this trail, in these woods of this citytres moment, with this kid whom she
loved dearly but was not willing to die for. Shetched his hand and tried to be brave.
Surely, she prayed, something would happen verg aod they would dash back to the
car and leave New Orleans.

"I've been thinking," Mark said.

"Why am | not surprised?"

"It might be too hard to actually find the bodyuknow. So, this is what I've decided.
You'll stay in the trees close to the ditch, yoa,sed I'll sneak through the backyard and
into the garage. I'll look under the boat, you knpgt to make sure it's there, then we'll

get out of here."

"You think you can just look under the boat andtbeebody?"



"Maybe | can see where it is, you know?"

She squeezed his hand tighter. "Listen to me, M&lKre sticking together, okay. If you
go to the garage, then I'm going too." Her voice waamarkably firm. Surely, they
wouldn't make it to the garage.

There was a break in the trees. A light on a pevealed the picnic pavilion to their left.
The footpath started to the right. Mark presseditch, and the beam from a small
flashlight hit the ground in front of them. "Follomve," he said. "Nobody can see us out
here."

He moved deftly through the woods without a solBatk in the motel room, he had
recounted many stories of his late night walksugtothe woods around the trailer park,
and of the games the boys played in the darknesglelgames, he called them. With the
light in his hand, he moved faster now, brushingt ienbs and dodging saplings.

"Slow down, Mar k", s h e s aid.

He held her hand and helped her down the ditch.bEmdy climbed to the other side,
and crept through the woods and underbrush umyl thund the mysterious trail that had
surprised them hours earlier. The fences starteely moved slowly, quietly, and Mark
turned off the flashlight.

They were in the dense trees directly behind Glf®ohouse. They knelt and caught their
breath. Through the brush and weeds they coulthseeutline of the rear of the garage.

"What if we don't see the body?" she asked. "Wen?"

"We'll worry about that when it happens.”

This was not the moment for another long discusalmwut his options. On all fours, he
crawled to the edge of the thick underbrush. Shewed. They stopped twenty feet from
the gate in thick, wet weeds. The backyard was dadkstill. Not a light or sound or
movement. The entire street was sound asleep.

"Reggie, | -want you to stay here. Keep your headrd I'll be back in a minute.”

"No sir!" she whispered loudly. "You can't do thigark!"

He was already moving. This was a game to him,gosther jungle game with his little
buddies giving chase and shooting guns with colaratér. He slid through the grass like

a lizard, and opened the gate just wide enoughde through.

Reggie followed on all fours through the weedsnte®pped. He was already out of
sight. He stopped behind the first tree, and lsteide crawled to the next one, and heard



something. Chink! Chink! He froze on his hands knees. The sounds were coming
from the garage. Chink! Chink! Very slowly, he pedlaround the tree and stared at the
rear door. Chink! Chink! He glanced back at Regbig,the woods and underbrush were
black. She was nowhere in sight. He looked at tw dgain. Something was different.
He crawled to the next tree, ten feet closer. Thends were louder. The door was open
slightly, and a win-dowpane was missing.

Somebody was in there! Chink! Chink! Chink! Somepads hiding in there with the
lights off, and he was digging! Mark breathed dgeahd crawled behind a pile of debris
less than ten feet from the rear door. He hadndenaasound, and he knew it. The grass
was taller around the debris, and he crawled throulike a chameleon, very slowly.
Chink! Chink!

He crouched low, and started for the rear door.raélgged end of a rotted two-by-four
caught his ankle and he tripped. The pile of defatided and an empty paint bucket fell
to the ground.

Leo bounced to his feet and darted to the rednefjarage. He yanked a .38 with a
silencer from his waist, and scooted in the darknesil he was at the corner, where he
squatted and listened. The chiseling had stoppeddanLonucci peeked through the rear
door.

Reggie heard the racket behind the garage, antbfeir stomach in the wet grass. She
closed her eyes and said a prayer. What the heslkia doing here?

Leo sneaked to the pile of debris, then cut arauwith the gun drawn and ready to fire.
He squatted again, and patiently studied the daskrigne fence was barely visible.
Nothing moved. He slid next to a tree fifteen fieehind the garage, and waited. Lonucci
watched him closely. Long seconds passed witheouad. Leo stood upright and crept
slowly toward the gate. A twig snapped under hat,féreezing him in place for a second.

He moved around the backyard, bolder now but viiéhgun still ready, and leaned
against a tree, a thick oak with limbs hanging fear the Ballantine property line. In the
unkempt hedgerow less than twelve feet away, Meokiahed on all fours and held his
breath. He watched the dark figure move betweetréas in the darkness, and he knew
if he kept still he would not be found. He exhaséalvly, his eyes glued to the silhouette
of the man by the tree.

"What is it?" a deep voice asked from the garage. 4lid the gun into the waist of his
pants and eased backward, Lonucci was standingleutse door. "What is it?" he
repeated.

"I don't know," Leo said in a half-whisper. "Mayjusst a cat or something. Get back to
work."



The door closed softly, and Leo paced silently ket forth behind the garage for five
minutes. Five minutes, but it seemed like an houvark.

Then the dark figure eased around the corner asdyaae. Mark watched every move.
He slowly counted to one hundred, then crawledgtbe hedgerow until it stopped at
the fence. He paused at the gate and countedty. til was quiet except for the distant,
muffled chiseling. Then he darted to the edge efittush, where Reggie was crouching
in terror. She grabbed him as they ducked intdhteesier undergrowth.

"They're in there!" he said, out of breath.

"Who?!"

"l don't know! They're digging up the body!"

"What happened?”

He was breathing rapidly. His head bobbed up amdhdes he swallowed and tried to
speak. "l tripped on something, and this one gtiyink he had a gun, almost found me.
God | was scared!"

"You're still scared. And so am I! Let's get outae!"

"Listen, Reggie. Wait a minute. Listen! Can youh&z

"No! Hear what?"

"That chinking noise. | can't hear it either. Wete far away."

"And | say we get farther away. Let's go."

"Just wait a minute, Reggie. Dammit!"

"They're killers, Mark. They're Mafia people. Legst the hell out of here!”

He breathed through his teeth, and glared at Beittlé down, Reggie. Just settle down,
okay. Look, no one can see us here. You can't seerthese trees from the garage. | tried,

okay. Now, settle down."

She fell to her knees, and they stared at the gakég placed his finger to his lips.
"We're safe here, okay," he whispered. "Listen."

They listened, but the sounds could not be heard.



"Mark, these are Muldanno's people. They know y@e'scaped. They're panicking.
They've got guns and knives and who knows what &ksts go. They beat us. It's all
over. They win."

"We can't let them take the body, Reggie. Thinkuahio If they get away with it, it'll
never be found."

"Good. You're off the hook, and the Mafia forget®at you. Now let's go."

"No, Reggie. We gotta do something."

"What! You want to pick a fight with Ma f ia thug€bme on, Mark. This is crazy."
"Just wait a minute."

"Okay, I'll wait exactly one minute, then I'm gohe.

He turned and smiled at her. "You won't leave nmegde. | know you better than that.”

"Don't push me, Mark. Now | know how Ricky felt whgou were playing around with
Clifford and his little water hose."

"Just be quiet, okay. I'm thinking."
"That's what scares me."

She sat on her butt with her legs crossed in fobher. Leaves and vines rubbed her face
and neck. He rocked gently on all fours like a lready to kill, and finally said, "I've got
an idea."

"Of course you do."
"Stay here."

She suddenly grabbed the back of his neck anddhiteface to hers. "Listen, buster,
this is not one of your little jungle games wheoeighoot rubber darts and throw dirt
clods. Those are not your little buddies in thdeying hide-and-seek, or Gl Joe, or
whatever the hell you play. This is life and dedflayk. You just made one mistake, and
you got lucky. One more, and you'll be dead. N@w'slget the hell outta here! Now!"

He was still for a few seconds as she scolded thiem he jerked viciously away. "Stay
here, and don't move," he said with stiff jaws.drept from the brush, through the grass
to the fence.

Just inside the gate was an abandoned flower béidexiwith sunken timbers and
covered with weeds. He crawled to it, and pickettiree rocks with all the fussiness of



a chef selecting tomatoes at the market. He watbb#dcorners of the garage, then
made a silent retreat into the darkness.

Reggie was waiting, and she had not moved a mudel&new she could not find her
way to the car. He knew she needed him. They hddatiain in the brush.

"Mark, this is insane, son," she pleaded. "Ple@kese people are not playing games."

"They're too busy to worry about us, okay. We'lle $eere, Reggie. Look, if they came
tearing out of that door right now, they could nefied us. We're safe here, Reggie.
Trust me."

"Trust you! You'll get yourself killed."
"Stay here."
"What! Please, Mark! No more games!"

He ignored her and pointed to a spot near thres tebout thirty feet away. "I'll be right
back," he said, and he disappeared.

He crawled through the brush until he was behiedBallantine house. He could barely
see the edge of Romey's garage. Reggie was |t mhark undergrowth.

The patio was small and dimly lit. There were thrdete wicker chairs and a charcoal
grill. A large plate-glass window overlooked it,daih was this window that attracted his
attention. He stood behind a tree, and measuredistence, which he estimated to be the
length of two house trailers. The rock would hawv&¢ low enough to miss the branches,
yet high enough to clear a row of hedges. He tod&ep breath, and threw it as hard as
he could.

Leo jumped at the sound from next door. He creftant of the garage and peeked
through the hedge. The patio was quiet and dt#lolinded like a rock landing on
wooden decking and rattling around next to thekoidaybe it was just a dog. He
watched for a long time, and nothing happened. Thene safe. Another false alarm.

Mr. Ballantine rolled over and stared at the cgilille was in his early sixties, and sleep
had been difficult since the removal of the digear and a half ago. He had just dozed
off, and was awakened by a sound. Or was it a sbbludplace was safe in New Orleans
anymore, and he'd paid two thousand dollars falamm system six months earlier.
Crime was everywhere. They were thinking about mgyvi

He rolled to one side, and had just closed his eyes the window crashed. He bolted
to the door, turned on the bedroom light, and gell&et up, "Wanda! Get up!" Wanda
was reaching for her robe, and Mr. Ballantine wabging the shotgun from the closet.
The alarm was wailing. They raced down the hallingat each other and flipping on



light switches. The glass had scattered througti@utien, and Mr. Ballantine aimed the
shotgun at the window as if to prevent anothercktteCall the police!" he barked at her.
"o11!"

"I know the number!"

"Hurry up!" He tiptoed in his house shoes aroureldlass, crouching low with the gun
as if a burglar had chosen to enter the house ghrthe window. He fought his way to
the kitchen, where he punched numbers on a cqmdirel, and the sirens stopped.

Leo had just resettled into his guard post nexthéoSpitfire when the crash shattered the
stillness. He bit a hole in his tongue as he sctadnto his feet and darted once again to
the hedge. A siren screamed briefly, then stopfedan in a red nightshirt down to his
knees was running onto the patio with a shotgun.

Leo crept quickly to the rear door of the garagmucci and the Bull were crouched in
terror beside the boat. Leo stepped on a rakethenkandle landed on a bag full of
aluminum cans. The three stopped breathing. Vaioekl be heard next door.

"What the hell is it?" Lonucci demanded throughhcleed teeth. He and the Bull were
shiny with sweat. Their shirts were stuck to thmdies. Their heads were soaking wet.

"l don't know," Leo bristled, spitting blood, incty toward the window facing the hedge
that separated the Ballantine property. "Somethiagt through a window, | think. |
don't know. Crazy bastard's got a shotgun!"

"A what!" Lonucci almost shrieked. He and the Baldwly raised their heads to the
window and joined Leo there. The crazy man withghetgun was stomping around his
backyard, yelling at the trees.

Mr. Ballantine was sick of New Orleans and sickinfgs and sick of punks trying to rob
and pillage, and he was sick of crime and livindeiar like this, and he was just so
damned sick of it all, he raised his shotgun aretifonce at the trees for good measure.
That'll teach the slimy little bastards that he ntdausiness. Come back to his house, and
you'll leave in a hearse. BOOM!

Mrs. Ballantine stood in the doorway in her pinkepand screamed when he fired and
wounded tne trees.

The three heads in the garage next door hit thewtiien the shooting started. "Sumbitch
is crazy!" Leo screeched. Slowly, they raised theads again in perfect unison, and at
precisely that instant, the first police car pulietb the Ballantine driveway with blue
and red lights flashing wildly.

L onucci was the first one out the door, followadthe Bull, then Leo. They were in a
huge hurry, but at the same time careful not t@eitiattention from the idiots next door.



They scooted along, close to the ground, dashong free to tree, trying desperately to
make it to the woods before there was more gurifine. retreat was orderly.

Mark and Reggie huddled deep in the brush. "Yaraey," she kept muttering, and it
was not idle talk. She honestly believed that fientwas mentally unbalanced. But she
hugged him anyway, and they squeezed close togdthey didn't see the three
silhouettes scampering along until they crossealiin the fence.

"There they are," Mark whispered, pointing. Nottthseconds earlier, he had told her to
watch the gate.

"Three of them," he whispered. The three leapealtimt underbrush, less than twenty
feet from where they were hiding, and disappeanaalthe woods.

They squeezed closer together. "You're crazy,'ssiakagain.
"Maybe so. But it's working."

The shotgun blast had almost sent Reggie overdpe. &he'd been trembling when they
arrived here. She'd been mortified when he retuwiddnews that someone was in the
garage. She'd damned near screamed when he theeacththrough the window. But
the shotgun was the final straw. Her heart was g@imgnand her hands were trembling.

And oddly, at that moment, she knew they couldnit The three grave robbers were
now between them and their car. There was no escape

The shotgun blast brought the neighborhood to Fifeodlights filled backyards as men
and women in bathrobes walked onto patios and akéhe direction of the
Ballantines'. Voices shouted inquiries across fenbegs came to life. Mark and Reggie
withdrew deeper into the brush.

Mr. Ballantine and one of the cops walked alongréae fence, searching perhaps for
more felonious rocks. It was hopeless. Reggie aackMould hear voices, but they could
not understand what was being said. Mr. Ballangeléed a lot.

The cops settled him down, then helped him tapar @estic over the window. The red
and blue lights were turned off, and after twentgutes, the cops left.

Reggie and Mark waited, trembling and holding haBigys crawled over their skin. The
mosquitoes were brutal. The weeds and burrs stutiieir dark sweatshirts. The lights in
the Ballantine house finally went off, and they t&disome more.
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Few minutes after one, the clouds broke and thfenhabn lightened Romey's backyard
and garage for a moment. Reggie glanced at hehwidtr legs were numb from
squatting. Her back ached from sitting on her @ddly, though, she had become
accustomed to her little spot in the jungle, andragurviving the thugs, the cops, and the
idiot with the shotgun, she was feeling remarkadalfe. Her breathing and pulse were
normal. She was not sweating, though her jeanshindwere still wet from exertion and
humidity. Mark swatted and slapped mosquitoes,sand little. He was eerily calm. He
chewed on a weed, watched the fence row, and astdde and he alone knew precisely
when to make the next move.

"Let's go for a little walk," he said, rising frohis knees.

"Where to? The car?"

"No. Just down the trail. My leg is about to cramp.

Her right leg was numb below the knee. Her leftues dead below the hip, and she
stood with great difficulty. She followed him thigluthe brush until they were on the
small trail parallel to the creek. He moved deftiyough the darkness without the benefit
of the flashlight, swatting mosquitoes and stretgtiis legs.

They stopped deep in the woods, out of sight ofé¢hee rows of Romey's neighbors.

"I really think we should leave now," she saidjtdduder since the houses were no
longer in view. "l have this fear of snakes, yoa,sand | don't want to step on one."

He did not look at her, but stared in the directiéthe ditch. "I don't think it's a good
idea to leave now," he whispered.

She knew he had a reason for saying this. She'dotain argument in the past six hours.
"Why?"

"Because those men could still be around hereadt) they could be close by waiting for
things to settle down so they can return. If wedhfea the car, we might meet them."

"Mark, | can't take any more of this, okay? Thisyrba fun and games for you, but I'm
fifty-two years old and I've had it. | can't beleebm hiding in this jungle at one o'clock
in the morning."



He put his forefinger over his lips. "Shhhhhh. Y¥eualking too loud. And this isn't a
game."

"Dammit, | know it's not a game! Don't lecture me."

"Keep your cool, Reggie. We're safe now."

"Safe my ass! | won't feel safe until | lock theodat the motel.”
"Then leave. Go on. Find your way back to the aad leave."
"Sure, and let me guess. You'll stay here, right?"

The moonlight disappeared, a nd woods were dadeturned his back to her and began
walking toward their hiding place. She instinctivéllowed him, and this irritated her
because at that moment she was depending on anefear-old. But she followed him
anyway, along a trail invisible to her, through ttense woods to the undergrowth, to
about the same point where they'd waited before.geltage was barely visible.

The blood had returned to her legs, though theywery stiff. Her lower back throbbed.
She could rub her hand across her forearm andHeddumps from the mosquito bites.
There was a thin sliver of blood on the back oflbe&rhand, probably from a sticker in
the brush or perhaps a we'ed. If she ever madek to Memphis, she vowed to join a
health club and get in shape. Not that she plaangdnore ventures like this, but she
was tired of aching and gasping for breath.

Mark lowered onto one knee, stuck another weedsimouth to chew on, and watched
the garage.

They waited, almost in silence, for an hour. Whiee'd reached the point of leaving him
and running wildly through the woods, Reggie sdikay, Mark, I'm leaving. Do what
you've got to do, because I'm leaving now." Butdida't move.

They crouched together, and he pointed at the gaaagf she didn't know where it was.
"I'm crawling up there, okay, with the flashlighfd I'm looking at the body, or the grave,
or whatever they were digging at, okay?"

"No."

"It won't take but a second, maybe. If I'm lucKil,de right back.”

"I'm going with you," she said.

"No. | want you to stay here. I'm worried that th@giys are watching too, somewhere
along the tree line. If they come after me, | wgmt to start yelling and run like crazy."



"No, No way, sweetheart. If you're looking at thegllp, then I'm looking at the body, and
I'm not arguing about it. That's final."

He looked at her eyes, four or five inches away, @ecided not to argue. Her head was
shaking and her jaw was tight. She looked cute wtskecap.

"Then follow me, Reggie. Stay low, and listen. Asdisten, okay."
"All right, all right. I'm not totally helpless. Ifact, I'm getting pretty good at crawling."

They attacked from the brush on all fours agaim, figures sliding in the still darkness.
The grass was wet and cool. The gate, still op@m the hasty retreat of the grave
robbers, squeaked slightly when Reggie hookedtit wifoot. Mark glared at her. They
stopped behind the first tree, then eased to thie Net a sound from anywhere. It was 2
A.M., and the neighborhood was silent. Mark, howewas worried about the nut next
door with the gun. He doubted the man would sleelb with a thin sheet of plastic over
the window, and he could envision him sitting ie #itchen watching the patio and
waiting for the snap of a twig before he begantbigsaway again. They stopped at the
next tree, then crawled to the junk pile.

She nodded once, taking small, quick breaths. Theyched and darted to the rear door
of the garage, which was slightly open. Mark sthiskhead inside. He turned on the
flashlight and aimed it at the floor. Reggie eageloehind him.

The odor was thick and pungent, like a dead aniotéihg in the sun. Reggie
instinctively covered her nose and mouth. Mark tired deeply, then held his breath.

The only open space in the cluttered room wasarcé#nter, where the boat had been
parked. They crouched over the concrete slab.gétting sick,” Reggie said, barely
opening her mouth.

Another ten minutes, and the body would have begnTdey had started in the center,
somewhere around the torso, and chipped away htséde. The black garbage bags,
partially decomposed by the cement, had been rippey. A ragged little trench had
been cut away toward the feet and knees.

Mark had seen enough. He picked up a chisel, aatehtid been left behind, and jabbed it
into black plastic.

"Don't!"" Reggie whispered loudly, backing away btill seeing it all.

He ripped through the garbage bag with the chasel,followed it closely with the light.
He made a slow turn, then pulled the plastic withHand. He bolted upright in horror,
then slowly placed the light squarely into the gég face of the late Senator Boyd
Boyette.



Reggie took another step backward, and fell omibeaof bags filled -with aluminum
cans. The racket was deafening in the still aie &trambled and fought to get up in the
darkness, but the thrashing and kicking createcemoise. Mark grabbed a hand, and
pulled her toward the boat. "I'm sorry!" she whiggk standing two feet from the corpse
without thinking about it.

"Shhhhh," Mark said as he stepped onto a box aeklguethrough the window. A light
came on next door. The shotgun could not be fainbleh

"Let's go," he said. "Stay low."

They eased through the rear door, and Mark clddeehind them. A door slammed at
the neighbor's. He hit his hands and knees andshaind the debris pile, past the trees,
and through the gate. Reggie was on his heels. Stogyped crawling when they reached
the brush. They crouched low and scampered likerstgiuntil they found the trail.

Mark turned on the flashlight, and they didn't slomtil they were at the creek. He
ducked into some weeds, and turned off the light.

"What's the matter?" she asked, breathing handfi¢el; and damned sure not willing to
pause in this getaway.

"Did you see his face?" Mark asked, in awe of whay'd just done.
"Of course | saw his face. Now let's go."
"l want to see it again.”

She almost slapped him. Then she stood uprightshan hips, and started walking
toward the creek.

Mark ran beside her with the flashlight. "I wastjkiglding.” She stopped and glared at
him, then he took her hand and led her down thé& bathe creek bed.

They entered the expressway by the superdome auktidor Metairie. Traffic was light,
though heavier than in most cities at two-thirtyaoBunday morning. Not a word had
been spoken since they'd jumped in the car at Reast and left the area. And the silence
bothered neither.

Reggie contemplated how close s h e had been th.ddafia hoods, snakes, crazy
neighbors, police, guns, shock, heart attack-itldiee made no difference. She was
indeed fortunate to be here, racing along the espray, soaked with perspiration,
covered with insect bites, bloody from the wountisadure, and dirty from a night in the
jungle. It could've been so much worse. She'd salket shower at the motel, maybe sleep
a little, then worry about the next move. She wdwested from the fear and sudden
shocks. She was in pain from the crawling and stmpshe was too old for this
nonsense. The things lawyers do.



Mark gently scratched the bites on his left foreaamd watched the lights of New
Orleans thin as they left downtown. "Did you se& ttrown stuff on his face?" he asked
without looking at her.

Though the face was now forever seared into herangrshe could not, at the moment,
recall any brown stuff, on it. It was a small, skied, partially decayed face, and one that
she wished she could forget.

"l saw only the worms," she said.

"The brown stuff was blood," he said with the auitlyoof a medical examiner.

She did not wish to pursue this conversation. Thene more important things to
discuss now that the silence was broken.

"l think we need to talk about your plans, now ttias little escapade is behind us,” she
said, glancing at him.

"We need to move fast, Reggie. Those guys willdektio get the body, don't you
think?"

"Yes. For once | agree. They might be back nowafowe know."

He scratched the other forearm, and placed an ankéeknee. "I've been thinking." .
“I'm sure you have."

"There are two things | don't like about MemphikeTheat, and the flat land. There are
no hills or mountains, you know what | mean? I'lvgags thought it would be so nice to
live in the mountains, where the air is cool anglghow is deep in the wintertime.
Wouldn't that be fun, Reggie?"

She smiled to herself and changed lanes. "Soundderful. Any particular mountain?"
"Out west somewhere. | love to watch those old &@a' reruns with Hoss and Little Joe.
Adam was okay, but it really ticked me off whenléie. Fve watched them since | was a
little kid, and I've always thought it would be héalive out there.”

"What happened to the tall buildings and the cravcigy?"

"That was yesterday. Today, I'm thinking about nauns."

"Is that where you want to go, Mark?"

"l think so. Can I?"



"It can be arranged. Right now, they'll agree toadt anything.”

He stopped scratching and locked his fingers artisménee. His, voice was tired. "l
can't go back to Memphis, can |, Reggie?"

"No," she said softly.

"l didn't think so." He thought about this for avfseconds. "It's just as well, | guess.
There's not much left there.”

"Think of it as yet another adventure, Mark. A neeme, new school, new job for your
mother.

You'll have a much nicer place to live, new frignai®untains all around you if that's
what you want."

"Be honest with me, Reggie. Do you think they'lkefind me?"

She had to say no. At that moment, he had no ch8hle would run and hide with him
no more. They had to either call the FBI and staldeal, or call the FBI and turn
themselves in. This little trip was about to berove

"No, Mark. They'll never find you. You have to ttike FBI."

"l don't trust the FBI, and you don't either.”

"l don't completely distrust them. But right noveytve got the only game in town."

"And | have to play along with them?"

"Unless you have a better idea."”

39

Mark was in the shower. Reggie dialed Clint's numbed listened as the phone rang a
dozen times before he answered. It was almost 3 A.M



"Clint, it's me."
His voice was thick and slow. "Reggie?"

"Yes, me, Reggie. Listen to me, Clint. Turn onligkt, put your feet on the floor, and
listen to me."

"I'm listening."

"Jason McThune's phone number, is listed in the presndirectory. | want you to call
him, and tell him you need Larry Trumann's homenghoumber in New Orleans. Got
that?"

"Why don't you look in the New Orleans phone book?"
"Don't ask questions, Clint. Just do as | say. Tamn's not listed down here."”
"What's going on, Reggie?" His words were much kgric

“I'll call you back in fifteen minutes. Make someffee. This could be a long day." She
hung up and unlaced her muddy sneakers.

Mark finished a quick shower, and ripped open a paekage of underwear. He'd been
embarrassed when Reggie bought them, but nowntesso unimportant. He slipped
into a new yellow tee shirt, and pulled on his rmwdirty Wal-Mart jeans. No socks. He
wasn't going anywhere for a while, according todtisrney.

He left the tiny bathroom. Reggie was lying on Itleel, shoes off, weeds and grass on the
cuffs of her jeans. He sat on the edge of her &ed stared at the wall.

"Feel better?" she asked.

He nodded, said nothing, then lay beside her. 8Hedohim close to her body, and
placed an arm under his wet head. "I'm all mesgedRaggie," he said softly. "I don't
know what happens next anymore."

The tough little boy who threw rocks through windoand outsmarted killers and cops
and raced fearlessly through dark woods beganytdde bit his Up and squinted his
eyes, but couldn't stop the tears. She held hisecld’hen he broke, finally, and sobbed
loudly with no attempt to hold it back, no effottieing tough now. He cried without
shame or embarrassment. His body shook and hezaplber arm.

"It's okay, Mark," she whispered in his ear. "Exbmyg's okay." With her free hand, she
wiped tears from her cheeks, and squeezed himawusear. Now it was up to her. She
had to be the lawyer again, the counselor who mokagithgly and called the shots. His
life was once again in her hands.



The television was on but the sound was off. lts/gmd blue shadows cast a dim light
over the small room with its double beds and cHaapture.

Trumann grabbed the phone and searched the darkméke clock. Ten minutes before
four. She handed it to her husband, who took itsatdn the center of the bed. "Hello,"
he grunted.

"Hi, Larry. It's me, Reggie Love, remember?"

"Yeah. Where are you?"

"Here in New Orleans. We need to talk, and the eptme better."

He almost said something smart about the houreofily, but thought better of it. It was
important, or she wouldn't be calling. "Sure. Whhgbing on, Reg-gie?"

"Well, we've found the body, for starters."”
Trumann was suddenly on his feet and sliding imschbuse shoes. "I'm listening."

"I've seen the body, Larry. About two hours agsaw it with my own eyes. Smelled it
too."

"Where are you?" Trumann pressed a button on teder by the phone.
"I'm at a pay phone, so no cute stuff, okay?"
"Okay."

"The people who buried the body tried to retrieMast night, but they were unable to do
so. Long story, Larry. I'll explain it later. I'miling to bet they'll try again very soon."

"Is the kid with you?"

"Yes. He knew where it was, and we came, we sad/ywanconquered. You'll have it by
noon today if you do as | say."

"Anything."
"That's the spirit, Larry. The kid wants to cuteat So we need to talk.”
"When and where?"

"Meet me in the Raintree Inn on Veterans Boulevardetairie. There's a grill that's
open all night. How long will it take?"



"Give me forty-five minutes."

"The sooner you get here, the sooner you'll gebtuy."

"Can | bring someone with me?"

"Who?"

"K. O. Lewis."

"He's in town?"

"Yeah. We knew you were here, so Mr. Lewis flevaifew hours ago."
There was hesitation on her end. "How'd you knavas here?"

"We have ways."

"Who have you wired, Trumann? Talk to me. | wastraight answer." Her voice was
firm, yet with a trace of panic.

"Can | explain it when we meet?" he asked, kickimgself in the ass for opening this
can of worms.

"Explain it now," she commanded.
"I'll be happy to explain when-"

"Listen, asshole. I'm canceling the meeting unj@astell me right now who's been wired.
Talk, Trumann."

"Okay. We bugged the kid's mother's room at theitals It was a mistake. | didn't do it,
okay. Memphis did it."

"Not much. Your man Clint called yesterday aftenma@md told her you guys were in
New Orleans. That's all, | swear."

"Would you lie to me, Trumann?" she asked, thinkah¢ghe tape from their first
encounter.

"I'm not lying, Reggie,” Trumann insisted, thinkinfjthe same damned tape.

There was a long pause in which he heard nothib@drubreathing. "Just you and K. O.
Lewis," she said. "No one else. If Foltrigg shows ail deals are off."



"| swear."

She hung up. Trumann immediately called K. O. Leatithe Hilton. Then he called
McThune in Memphis.

Exactly forty-five minutes later, Trumman and Lewialked nervously into the near
empty grill at the Raintree Inn. Reggie waited #dlae in the corner, far away from
anyone. Her hair was wet and she wore no makeugully tee shirt with LSU TIGERS
in purple letters was tucked into a pair of fadeahjs. She sipped black coffee, and
neither stood nor smiled as they approached anopgatsite her.

"Good morning, Ms. Love," Lewis said in an attertgobe nice.

"It's Reggie, okay, and it's too early for pleasast Are we alone?"

"Of course," Lewis said. At that moment eight FBkats were guarding the parking lot,
and more were on the way.

"No bugs, wire, body mikes, salt shakers, or kgbdhottles?"
"None."

A waiter appeared, and they ordered coffee.

"Where's the kid?" Trumann asked.

"He's around. You'll see him soon enough."

"Is he safe?"

"Of course he's safe. You boys couldn't catch Hineiwas on the streets begging for
food."

She handed Lewis a piece of paper. "These arestmes of three psychiatric hospitals
that specialize in children. Battenwood in Rockfdhihois. Ridge-wood in Tallahassee.
And Grant's Clinic in Phoenix. Any one of the threié do."

Their eyes went slowly.from her face to the ligtey focused and studied it. "But we've
already checked with the clinic in Portland,” Lew#sd, puzzled.

"l don't care where you've checked, Mr. Lewis. THike list, and check again. | suggest
you do it quickly. Call Washington, get them outoeid, and get it done."

He folded the list and placed it under his elboviod, uh, you say you've seen the body,"
he asked, trying to sound authoritative but failnigerably.



She smiled. "I have. Less than three hours agoddulo's men were trying to get it, but
we scared them off."

"We?"
"Mark and I."

They both studied her intently, and waited for phecious details of this wild, impossible
little story. The coffee arrived, and they ignoteath it and the waiter.

"We're not eating," Reggie said rudely, and thetavdeft.

"Here's the deal,” she said. "There are a few prons, none of which are in the least bit
negotiable. Do it my way, do it now, and you mighkt the body before Muldanno carries
it away and drops it in the ocean. If you blowggntlemen, | doubt you'll ever get this
close again."

They nodded furiously.

"Did you fly here on a private jet?" she asked Lsewi

"Yes. It's the director's.”

"How many does it seat?"

"Twenty or so."

"Go o d. Send it back to Memphis right now. | wgat to pick up Dianne and Ricky
Sway, along with his doctor and Clint. Fly theménanmediately. McThune is welcome
to come. We'll meet them at the airport, and whemkMs safely on board and the plane
is gone, I'll tell you where the body is. How abdugo far?"

"No problem," Lewis said. Trumann was speechless.

"The entire family enters the witness protecticamnplFirst, they pick the hospital, and
when Ricky is able to move, they'll pick the city."

"No problem."”

"Complete change of identification, nice little fsey the works. This woman needs to
stay home and raise her kids for a while, so Ighsst a monthly allowance in the sum of
four thousand dollars, guaranteed for three yédus an initial cash outlay of twenty-
five thousand. They lost everything in the firapeamber?"

"Of course. These things are easy." Lewis was gereahe wished she'd asked for more.



"If, at some point, she wants to return to worlenth'd suggest a nice, cushy government
job with no responsibilities, short hours, andtestdary.”

"We have plenty of those."

"Should they desire to move at any time, ana 10pdawse, they'll be allowed to do so, at
your expense, of course."

"We do it all the time."

Trumann was smiling now, though he was trying not t
"She"U need a car."

"No problem."

"Ricky may need extended treatment."

"We'll cover it."

"l want Mark examined by a psychiatrist, thouglu$gect he's in better shape than we
are."

"Done."
"There are a couple of other minor matters, ang'lti®e covered in the agreement.”
"What agreement?"

"The agreement I'm having typed as we speakb#é'signed by myself, Dianne Sway,
Judge Harry Roosevelt, and you, Mr. Lewis, on WetfaDirector Voyles."

"What else is in the agreement?" Lewis asked.

"l want your assurance that you'll do everythingaur power to compel the attendance
of Roy Foltrigg before the Juvenile Court of Shebgunty, Tennessee. Judge Roosevelt
will want to discuss a few matters with him, amd sure Foltrigg will resist. If a
subpoena is issued for him, | want it served by, Wou Trumann.”

"Gladly,"” Trumann said with a nasty smile.

"We'll do what we can," Lewis added, a bit confused

"Good. Go make your phone calls. Get the planberair. Call McThune and tell him to
pick up Clint Van Hooser and take him to the hadpiBet that



damned bug off her phone, because | need to tdikertt

"No problem." They jumped to their feet.

"We'll meet right here in thirty minutes,”

Clint hammered away on his ancient royal portable.

His third cup of coffee shook each time he slapipedreturn and rattled the kitchen table.
He studied his hurried chicken-scratch handwritinghe back of an Esquire, and tried to
remember each provision as she'd spouted it oegshibne. If he finished it, it would be,
without a doubt, the sloppiest legal document gvepared. He cursed and grabbed the

Liquid Paper.

A knock on the door startled him. He ran his firsgwough his unkempt and unwashed
hair, and walked to the door. "Who is it?"

"FBI."

Not so loud, he almost said. He could hear thehtigs now, gossiping about him and
his predawn arrest. Probably drugs, they would say.

He cracked the door and peeked under the safeily.chao agents with puffy eyes stood
in the darkness. "We were told to come get youé' said apologetically.

"I need some ID."
They stuck their badges near the door. "FBI," tfet bne said.

Clint opened the door wider, and waved them ifl.b¢ a few more minutes. Have a
seat."

They stood awkwardly in the center of the den aeh@ned to the table and the
typewriter. He pecked slowly. The chicken scratketl him, and he ad-libbed the rest.
The important points were there, he hoped. Sheyalf@nd something to change in his
typing at the office, but this would have to do. pldled it carefully from the Royal, and
placed it in a small briefcase.

"Let's go," he said.

At five-forty, Trumann returned alone to the tabeere Reggie waited. He brought two
cellular phones. "Thought we might need these Sdie.

"Where'd you get them?" Reggie asked.

"They were delivered to us here."



"By some of your men?"
"That's right."

"Just for fun, how many men do you have right nowhiw a quarter of a mile of this
place?"

"l don't know. Twelve or thirteen. It's routine, dRge. They might be needed. We'll send
a few to protect the kid, if you'll tell me where 3. | assume he's alone."

"He's alone, and he's fine. Did you talk to McTHheihe

"Yes. They've already picked up Clint."

"That was fast."

"Well, to be honest, we've had men watching histapent for twenty-four hours now.
We simply woke them up, and told them to knock mndoor. We found your car,
Reggie, but we couldn't find Clint's."

"“I'm driving it."

"That's what | figured. Pretty slick, but we woulelfound you within twenty-four
hours."

"Don't be so cocky, Trumann. You've been lookingBoyette for eight months."

"True. How'd the kid escape?"

"It's a long story. I'll save it for later."

"You could be implicated, you know."

"Not if you guys sign our little agreement.”

"We'll sign it, don't worry." One of the phones gaand Trumann grabbed it. As he
listened, K. O. Lewis hurried to the table and Igtaiuhis own cellular phone. He jumped
into his chair, and leaned across the table, fes glowing with excitement. "Talked to
Washington. We're checking the hospitals right névwerything looks fine. Director
Voyles will call here in a minute. He'll probablyant to talk to you."

"How about the plane?"

Lewis checked his watch. "It's leaving now, shdugdn Memphis by six-thirty."



Trumann placed a hand over his phone. "This is Mici€h He's at the hospital waiting
for Dr. Greenway and the administrator. They've ene@htact with Judge Roosevelt, and
he's on his way down there."

"Have you debugged her phone?" Reggie asked.

"Yes."

"Removed the salt shakers?"

"No salt shakers. Everything's clean."

"Good. Tell him to call back in twenty minutes,"essaid.

Trumann mumbled into the phone and flipped a swiihin seconds, K.O.'s phone
beeped. He stuck it to his head, and broke ineogelsmile. "Yes sir," he said most
respectfully. "Just a second.”

He jabbed the phone at Reggie. "It's Director Veylee'd like to speak with you."

Reggie took it slowly, and said, "This is Reggieved Lewis and Trumann watched like
two kids waiting for ice cream.

A deep and very clear voice came from the other €hdugh Denton Voyles had never
been tond ot the press during his forty-two yeardigector of the FBI, they occasionally
captured a brief word or two. The voice was familids. Love, this is Denton Voyles.
How are you?"

"Just fine. The name's Reggie, okay."

"Sure, Reggie. Listen, K.O. just brought me up-&begdand | want to assure you the FBI
will do anything you want to protect this kid and Family. K.O. has full authority to act
for me. We'll also protect you if you wish."

“I'm more concerned about the child, Denton."

Trumann and Lewis glanced at each other. She &ddlied him Denton, a feat no one
had dared to attempt before. And she was not ts¢ thsrespectful.

"If you want, you can fax me the agreement herel#irgign it myself,” he said.
"That won't be necessary, but thanks."
"And my plane is at your disposal.”

"Thank you."



"And | promise that we'll see to it that Mr. Folfgi has to face the music in Memphis. We
had nothing to do with the grand jury subpoenas, yaderstand?"

"Yes, | know."

"Good luck to you, Reggie. You guys work out théails. Lewis can move mountains.
Call me if you need me. I'll be at the office adiyd’

"Thank you," she said, and handed the phone bakk @ Lewis, the mountain mover.

The assistant night manager of the grill, a youg mf no more than nineteen with a
peach-fuzz mustache and an attitude, walked ttathle. These people had been here for
an hour, and from all indications they had setaimg. There were three phones in the
center of the table. Some papers were lying aldw#.woman wore a sweatshirt and
jeans. One of the men wore a cap and no socksudexme,"” he said curtly, "can | be of
assistance?"

Trumann glanced over his shoulder, and snapped; "No

He hesitated, and took a step closer. "I'm thestsdi night manager, and | demand to
know what you're doing here."

Trumann snapped his fingers loudly, and two gergleneading the Sunday paper at a
table not far away jumped to their feet and whippadges from their pockets. They
stuck them into the face of the assistant nightagan "FBI," they said together as they
each took an arm and led him away. He did not mefTine grill was still deserted.

A phone rang, and Lewis took it. He listened cdhgfiReggie opened the Sunday New
Orleans paper. At the bottom of the front page exsface. The picture was taken from
the bar registry, and it was next to Mark's fougthde class photo. Side by side. Escaped.
Disappeared. On the run. Boyette and all that.t&imed to the comics.

"That was Washington," Lewis reported as he plabeghone on the table. "The clinic
in Rockford is full. They're checking on the othen."

Reggie nodded and sipped her coffee. The sun whsgnis first efforts of the day. Her
eyes were red and her head was hurting, but tlemaline was pumping. With a little
luck, she would be home by dark.

"Look, Reggie, could you give us an idea how ldfbtake to get to the body?"
Trumann asked with great caution, tie aian t wampset her. But he needed to start
planning. "Muldanno's still out there, and if hagyi first, we're all up a creek." He
paused and waited for her to say something. Hitee city, right?"

"If you don't get lost, you should be able to fihth fifteen minutes.”



"Fifteen minutes," he repeated slowly, as if thexevtoo good to be true. Fifteen minutes.

40

Clint hadn't smoked a cigarette in four years,Hmufound himself puffing nervously on a
Virginia Slim. Dianne had one too, and they stobtha end of the hall and watched as
the day broke over downtown Memphis. Greenway wdke room with Ricky. Next
door, Jason McThune, the hospital administratat,aamall collection of FBI agents
waited. Both Clint and Dianne had talked to Reggithe past thirty minutes.

"The director has given his word," Clint said, sagkhard on the narrow cigarette, trying
to extract a little smoke. "There's no other choizi@nne."

She stared through the window with one arm acresglmest and the other hand holding
the cigarette near her mouth. "We just leave, Aghe just get on the plane and fly off
into the sunset, and everybody lives happily etter?2’

"Something like that."

"What if | don't want to, Clint?"

"You can't say no."

"Why not?"

"It's very simple. Your son has made the decisiotatk. He's also made the decision to
enter the witness protection program, so like nat, you have to go too. You and
Ricky."

"I'd like to talk to my son."

"You can talk to him in New Orleans. If you can oba his mind, then the deal's off.
Reggie's not dropping the big news until you gugsan the plane and in the air.”

Clint was trying to be firm, yet compassionate. Slas scared, weak, and vulnerable.
Her hands trembled as she placed the filter betweefips.



"Ms. Sway," a heavy voice said from behind. Thayéd to find the Honorable Harry M.
Roosevelt standing behind them in a massive, bhlylg jogging suit with Memphis
State Tigers emblazoned across the front. It hdx ta triple extra-large, and it stopped
six inches above his ankles. A pair of ancientdaidom used running shoes covered his
long feet. He was holding the two-page agreemeint 68ad typed.

She acknowledged his presence but said nothing.

"Hello, Your Honor," Clint said quietly.

"l just talked to Reggie," he said to Dianne. 4al they've had a rather eventful trip." He
stepped between them and ignored Clint. "I've thadagreement, and I'm inclined to
sign it. I think it's in the best interests of Mddk you to do the same.”

"Is that an order?" she asked.

"No. | do not have the power to bind you to thiseggnent," he said, then flashed a huge,
warm smile. "But | would if | could.”

She placed the cigarette in an ashtray on the wiadipand stuck both hands deep into
the pockets of her jeans. "And if | don't?"

"Then Mark will be returned here, placed back iteddon, and beyond that, who knows.
He will eventually be forced to talk. The situatisrmuch more urgent now."

"Why?"

"Because we now know for a fact that Mark knows nghtee body is. So does Reggie.
They could be in great danger. You're at the pdist, Sway, where you have to trust
people.”

"That's easy for you to say."

"Indeed it is. But if | were you, I'd sign this agdt on the plane.”

Dianne slowly took the agreement from his honoet'$.go talk to Dr. Greenway."
They followed her down the hall to the room nexRioky's.

Twenty minutes later, the ninth floor of St. Pet@vas sealed off by a dozen FBI agents.
The waiting room was evacuated. The nurses weddaalemain at their station. Three
of the elevators were stopped on the ground flébe. other was held in place on the

ninth by an agent.

The door to Room 943 opened, and little Ricky Svelygged and sound asleep, was
wheeled into the hallway on a stretcher pushedabyprd McThune and Clint Van Hooser.



On this, his sixth day of confinement, he was nibelnéhan when he first arrived.
Greenway walked along one side, Dianne the othamyHollowed along for a few steps,
then stopped.

The stretcher was pushed into the waiting elevatbich descended to the fourth floor,
also secured by FBI agents. It was rushed a sistande to a service elevator, where
Agent Durston held the door, then taken to the sédlmor, also secured. Ricky never
moved. Dianne held his arm and jogged beside th&ker.

They maneuvered through a series of short corrigiodsmetal doors, and were suddenly
on a flat roof. A helicopter was waiting. Ricky wlasded quickly, and Dianne, Clint,
and McThune climbed aboard.

Minutes later, the helicopter landed near a haag®dMemphis International Airport. A
half dozen FBI agents guarded the pad as Rickyralkes] to a nearby jet.

At ten minutes before seven, a cellular phone edrige corner table of the Raintree Grill,
and Trumann grabbed it. He listened and checkeddiish. "They're in the air," he
announced, and set the phone down. Lewis was tptkiftVashington again.

Reggie breathed deeply and smiled at Trumann. bDldg's in concrete. You'll need a
few hammers and chisels.”

Trumann choked on his orange juice. "Okay. Anythergge?"

"Yeah. Place a couple of your boys near the inttise of St. Joseph and Carondelet.”
"Close by?"

"Just do it, okay."

"Done. Anything else?"

"I'll be back in a minute." Reggie walked to thgistration desk, and asked the clerk to
check the fax machine. The clerk returned with gyaaf the two - page agreement,
which Reggie read closely. The typing was horriblg, the words were perfect. She
returned to the table. "Let's get Mark," she said.

Mark finished brushing his teeth for the third tina@d sat on the edge of the bed. His
black-and-gold Saints canvas bag was packed wit} clothes and new underwear.
Cartoons were on, but he was not interested.

He heard a car door, then footsteps, then a kritdek, it's me," Reggie said.

He opened the door, but she did not step inside2 {au ready to go?"



"l guess.” The sun was up and the parking lot visible. A familiar face was behind her.
It was one of the FBI agents from the first meetib¢he hospital. Mark grabbed his bag,
and stepped out into the parking lot. Three carewaiting. A man opened the rear door
of the middle car, and Mark and his attorney got in

The little motorcade sped away.

"Everything's fine," Reggie said, taking his hafde two men in the front seat stared
straight ahead. "Ricky and your mother are on theg They'll be here in about an hour.
Are you okay?"

"l guess. Have you told them?" he whispered.
"Not yet,” she answered. "Not until you're on thene and in the air.”
"Are all these guys FBI agents?"

She nodded and patted his hand. He suddenly fptirignt, sitting in the rear of his own
black car, being rushed to the airport to board\aate jet, cops all around just to protect
him. He crossed his legs and sat a bit straighter.

He'd never flown before.
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Barry paced nervously before the tinted windowdahnny's office, and watched the tugs
and barges on the river. His nasty eyes were gddt from booze or partying. He
hadn't slept. He'd waited at the warehouse fobtiy to be delivered to him, and when
Leo and company arrived around one without it, & ¢alled his uncle.

Johnny, on this fine Sunday morning, was wearirithaetie nor suspenders. He paced
slowly behind his desk, puffing blue smoke from thisd cigar of the day. A thick cloud
hung not far above his head.

The screaming and ass chewing had ended hoursb&amy had cursed Leo and
Lonucci and the Bull, and Leo had cursed back.\@tl time, the panic subsided.

Throughout the night, Leo had periodically drivgn@lifford's house, always in a

different vehicle, and seeing nothing unusual. bbeéy was still there.



Johnny decided to wait twenty-four hours and trgiagThey would watch the place
during the day, and attack with full force afterldahe Bull assured him he could have
the body out of the concrete in ten minutes.

Just be cool, Johnny had told everyone. Just ble coo

Roy Foltrigg finished the sunday paper on the patibis suburban split-level, and
walked barefooted across the wet grass with a €apld coffee. He had slept little. He
had waited in the darkness on his front porchtergaper to arrive, then ran to fetch it in
his pajamas and bathrobe. He had called Trumarinstoangely, Mrs. Trumann wasn't
sure where her husband had gone.

He inspected his wife's rosebushes along the leawef and asked himself for the
hundredth time where Mark Sway would run to. Theas no doubt, at least in his mind,
that Reggie had helped him escape. She'd obvigasig crazy again, and run off with
the kid. He smiled to himself. He'd have the pleasi busting her ass.

The hangar was a quarter of a mile from the mamitel, in a row of identical buildings
all drab gray and sitting quietly together. The eGulf Air were painted in orange
letters above the tall double doors, which werenogpeas the three cars stopped in front
of the hangar. The floor was sparkling concretatpd green without a speck of dirt and
covered with nothing but two private jets side ldedn a far corner. A few lights were
on, and their reflections glowed on the green flddre building was big enough for a
stock car race, Mark thought as he stretched luk fog a glimpse of the two jets.

With the doors out of the way, the entire frontled hangar was now open. Three men
walked hurriedly along the back wall as if searghior something. Two more stood by
one door. Outside, another half dozen moved slabbut, keeping their distance from
the cars that had just parked.

"Who are these people?" Mark asked in the gen@edttbn of the front seat.

"They're with us,"” Trumann said.

"They're FBI agents,” Reggie clarified.

"Why so many?"

"They're just being careful,” she said. "How muehder, do you think?" she asked
Trumann.

He glanced at his watch. "Probably thirty minutes."

"Let's walk around,” she said, opening her doorif&s cue, the other eleven doors in
the little parade opened and the cars emptied. Ma#ed around at the other hangars,



and the terminal, and a plane landing on the runwénont of them. This had become
terribly exciting. Not three weeks earlier, he'é@tas the crap out of a subdivision kid at
school after the kid taunted him because he'd rfémen. If they could only see him now.
Rushed to the airport by private car, waiting far private jet to take him anywhere he
wanted to go. No more trailers. No more fights vetibdivision kids. No more notes to
Mom, because now she would be at home. He'd decsittidg alone in the motel room,
that this was a wonderful idea. He'd come to Nele&hs and outsmarted the Mafia in its
own backyard, and he could do it again.

He caught a few stares from the agents by the ddmy cut their eyes quickly at him,
then looked away. Just checking him out. Maybe sigid some autographs later.

He followed Reggie into the vast hangar, and thegvwate jets caught his attention.
They were like small, shiny toys sitting under @leristmas tree waiting to be played
with. One was black, the other silver, and Markedaat them.

A man in an orange shirt with Gulf Air on a patdioae the pocket closed the door to a
small office inside the hangar and walked in tld&iection. K. O. Lewis met him, and
they talked quietly. The man waved at the office] aaid something about coffee.

Larry Trumann knelt beside Mark, still staring la¢ jets. "Mark, do you remember me?"
he asked with a smile.

"Yes sir. | met you at the hospital.”

"That's right. My name's Larry Trumann." He offetad hand, and Mark shook it slowly.
Children are not supposed to shake hands withsadilth an FBI agent here in New
Orleans.”

Mark nodded and kept staring at the jets.

"Would you like to look at them?" Trumann asked.

"Can I?" he asked, suddenly friendly to Trumann.

"Sure."” Trumann stood and placed a hand on Mahnkialder. They walked slowly across
the gleaming concrete, the sounds of Trumann's steipoing upward. They stopped in
front of the black jet. "Now, this is a Learjet,fumann began.

Reggie and K. O. Lewis left the small office witllltcups of steaming coffee. The agents
who'd escorted them had slipped into the shadowseofiangar. They sipped what
must've been their tenth cup of this long mornarg) watched as Trumann and the kid

inspected the jets.

"He's a brave kid," Lewis said.



"He's remarkable,"” Reggie said. "At times he thililkes a terrorist, then he cries like a
little child."

"He is a child."

"I know. But don't tell him. It may upset him, arell, who knows what he might do."
She took a long sip. "Truly remarkable."

K.O. blew into his cup, then took a tiny sip. "Wepulled some strings. There's a room
waiting for Ricky at-Grant's Clinic in Phoenix. Wieed to know if that's the destination.
The pilot called five minutes ago. He has to geadnce, file a flight plan, you know."
"Phoenix it is. Complete confidentiality, okay? Regr the kid under another name.
Same for the mother and Mark. Keep some of youslb@arby. | want you to pay for his
doctor's trip out there and for a few days of work.

"No problem. The people in Phoenix have no ideat\wltaming. Have you guys talked
about a permanent home?"

"A little, not much. Mark says he wants to livetihe mountains."

"Vancouver's nice. We vacationed there last sumAiesolutely gorgeous.”

"Out of the country?"

"No problem. Director Voyles said they can go angreh We've placed a few witnesses
outside the States, and | think the Sways are gtetndidates. These people will be

taken care of, Reggie. You have my word."

The man in the orange shirt joined Mark and Trumama was now in charge of the tour.
He lowered the steps to the black Lear, and treettisappeared inside.

"I must confess," Lewis said after he swallowedthaoscalding dose of coffee, "l was
never convinced the kid knew."

"Clifford told him everything. He knew exactly wieeit was."

"Did you?"

"No. Not until yesterday. When he first came to offjce, he told me that he knew, but
he didn't tell me where it was. Thank God for tivé. kept it to himself until we were

near the body yesterday afternoon."

"Why'd you come here? Seems awfully risky."



Reggie nodded at the jets. "You'll have to ask minsisted we find the body. If
Clifford lied to him, then he figured he was ofethook."

"And so you just drove down here and looked forlibdy? Just like that?"

"It was a bit more involved. It's a long story, K.@nd I'll give you all the details over a
long dinner."

"l can't wait."

Mark's small head was now in the cockpit, and Reggif expected the engines to start,
the plane to taxi slowly from the hangar, out ahie® runway, and Mark to dazzle them
with a perfect takeoff. She knew he could do it.

"Are you concerned about your own safety?" Lewkseds

"Not really. I'm just a humble lawyer. What woultey gain by coming after me?"
"Retribution. You don't understand the way thewyktii

"Indeed | don't."

"Director Voyles would like us to stick close fofew months, at least until the trial is
over."

"l don't care what you do, | just don't want to aegone who's watching me, okay?"
"Fine. We have ways."

The tour moved to the second jet, a silver Citateord for the moment Mark Sway had
forgotten about dead bodies and bad guys lurkirghadows. The steps came down, and
he climbed aboard with Trumann in tow.

An agent with a radio walked to Reggie and Lews said, "They're on final approach.”
They followed him to the opening of the hangar nibarcars. A minute later Mark and
Trumann joined them, and as they watched the skyatmorth a tiny plane appeared.

"That's them," Lewis said. Mark inched his way reexReggie and took her hand. The
plane grew larger as it approached the runwatodt, was black, but much larger than
the jets in the hangar. Agents, some in suits antesn jeans, began moving around as
the plane taxied to them. It stopped a hundreddeely, and the engines died. A full
minute passed before the door opened and the biaihe ground.

Jason McThune trotted down first, and when he s@gmto the tarmac a dozen FBI
agents had the plane surrounded. Dianne and Cérd next. They joined McThune, and
together the three walked briskly toward the hangar



Mark released Reggie's hand and ran to meet hisenddianne grabbed and hugged
him, and for an awkward second or two everyone @lser or looked at the terminal in
the distance.

They said nothing as they embraced. He squeezejhdly around the neck, and finally
said, through tears, "I'm sorry, Mom. I'm so sdr§he clutched his head and pressed it
to her shoulder, and at the same time thoughtafgling him and of never letting go.
Reggie led them into the small but clean office] affered Dianne coffee. She declined.
Trumann, McThune, Lewis, and the gang waited neslyooutside the door. Trumann,
especially, was anxious. What if they changed thirds? What if Muldanno got the
body? What if? He paced and fidgeted, glancedeakditked door, asked Lewis a
hundred questions. Lewis sipped coffee and trigeénmain calm. It was now twenty
minutes before eight. The sun was bright, the @mid.

Mark sat in his mother's lap, and Reggie, the langat behind the desk. Clint stood by
the door.

"I'm glad you came,” Reggie said to Dianne.

"I didn't have much of a choice.”

"You do now. You can change your mind if you wafiiu can ask me anything."

"Do you realize how fast all this is happening, §e@ Six days ago, | came home and
found Ricky curled in his bed sucking his thumbemtMark and the cop showed up.
Now I'm being asked to become someone else andwag to another world. My God."
"l understand,"” Reggie said. "But we can't stopdhi"

"Are you mad at me, Mom?" he asked.

"Yeah. No cookies for a week." She stroked his.iere was a long pause.

"How's Ricky?" Reggie asked.

"About the same. Dr. Greenway is trying to bringnfaround so he can enjoy the plane
ride. But they had to drug him slightly when wet ke hospital.”

"I'm not going back to Memphis, Mom," Mark said.
"The FBI has contacted a children's psychiatrigltakin Phoenix, and they're waiting

for you now," Reggie explained., "It's a good o@knt checked it out Friday. It's been
highly recommended.”



"So we're going to live in Phoenix?" Dianne asked.

"Only until Ricky is released. Then you go whereyeu want. Canada. Australia. New
Zealand. It's up to you. Or you can stay in Phaé&nix

"Let's go to Australia, Mom. They still have realwboys down there. Saw it in a movie
once."

"No more movies for you, Mark," Dianne said, stilbbing his head. "We wouldn't be
here if you hadn't watched so many movies."

"What about TV?"
"No. From now on, you'll do nothing but read books.

The office was silent for a long time. Reggie hathing else to say. Clint was dead tired
and,about to fall asleep on his feet. Dianne's miad moving clearly now, for the first
time in a week. Frightened as she was, she hagedthe dungeon at St. Peter's. She
had seen sunlight and smelled real air. She walrgpher lost son, and the other one
would improve. All these people were trying to hélpe lamp factory was history.
Employment was now a thing of the past. No morepheailers. No more worries about
past due child support and unpaid bills. She caatth the boys grow up. She could join
the PTA. She could buy some clothes and do hes.adod gosh, she was only thirty
years old. With a little effort and a little moneshe could be attractive again. There were
men out there.

As dark and treacherous as the future seemedjld oot be as horrible as the past six
days. Something had to give. She was due a breale Hi little faith, baby.

"l guess we'd better get to Phoenix," she said.

Reggie grinned with relief. She pulled the agreenram a briefcase Clint brought with
him. It had been signed by Harry and McThune. Reggdided her signature, and handed
the pen to Dianne. Mark, now bored with hugs aagstevalked to the wall and admired
a series of framed color photos of jets. "On sedbndght, | might be a pilot," he said to
Clint.

Reggie took the agreement. "I'll be back in a n@fiuthe said, opening the door and
closing it behind her.

Trumann jumped when it opened. Hot coffee splastwed his trembling cup and burned
his right hand. He cursed, and slung at the fltbeam wiped it on his pants.

"Relax, Larry," Reggie said. "Everything's finegBinere." She stuck the agreement in
his face, and Trumann scrawled his name. K.O.lkdsame.



"Get the plane ready," Reggie said. "They're geanBhoenix."

K.O. turned and flashed a hand signal at the adgntise hangar entry. McThune jogged
toward them with more instructions. Reggie returteethe ottice and closed the door.

K.O. and Trumann shook hands and smiled goof-iheylstared at the door to the office.
"What now?" Trumann mumbled.
"She's a lawyer," K.O. said. "Nothing's ever eag lawyers."

McThune walked to Trumann and handed him an eneeltfs a subpoena for the
Reverend Roy Foltrigg," he said with a smile. "Jei@Rposevelt issued it this morning."

"On Sunday morning?" Trumann asked, taking the lepee

"Yeah. He called his clerk, and they met at higceffHe's very excited about seeing
Foltrigg back in Memphis."

The three chuckled at this. "It'll be served upua ieverend this morning,” Trumann said.

After a minute, the door opened. Clint, Dianne, Kdnen Reggie filed out and headed
for the tarmac. The engines were started. Agenisisd about. Trumann and Lewis
escorted them to the hangar doors, and stopped.

K.O., ever the diplomat, offered his hand to Digrared said, "Good luck, Ms. Sway.
Jason McThune will escort you to Phoenix, and hattdhgs once you get there. You are
completely safe. And if we can do anything to helpase let us know."

Dianne gave a sweet smile and shook his hand. bféeked his, and said, "Thanks, K.O.
You've been a real pain in the ass." But he walrgmnand it struck everyone as being
funny.

K.O. laughed. "Good luck to you, Mark, and | assgoa, son, you've been a bigger
pain.”,

"Yeah, | know. Sorry about all this." He shook hamdth Trumann, and walked away
with his mother and McThune. Reggie and Clint reradiby the hangar door.

At some point, about halfway to the jet, Mark stegpAs if suddenly scared, he froze in
place and watched as Dianne climbed the step®tpléme. At no time during the past
twenty-four hours had it occurred to him that Reggould be left behind. He had simply
assumed, for whatever reason, that she would sthythrem until this ordeal was over.
She would fly off with them, and hang around thesm®spital until they were safe. And
as he stood there, a tiny figure on the vast tarmmationless and stunned, he realized she
was not beside him. She was back there with Ciidtthe FBI.



He turned slowly, and stared at her in terror &sréality sunk in. He took two steps
toward her, then stopped. Reggie left her smalligrand walked to him. She knelt on the
tarmac, and looked into his panicked eyes.

He bit his lip. "You can't come with us, can yolie"asked slowly in a frightened voice.
Though they had talked for hours, this subject m&ager touched.

She shook her head as her eyes watered.
He wiped his eyes with the back of his hand. Thedg&nts were close by, but not
watching. For once in his life, he was not ashatoeaty in public. "But | want you to

go," he said.

"I can't, Mark." She leaned forward, took both of $houlders, and hugged him gently.
"l can't go."

Tears flooded his cheeks. "I'm sorry about all.tiisu didn't deserve it."

"But if it hadn't happened, Mark, | never wouldimet you." She kissed him on the cheek,
and held his shoulders tight. "I love you, Mark.miiss you."

"Il never see you again, will I?" His lip quivetend tears dripped off his chin. His
voice was frail.

She gritted her teeth and shook her head. "No, Mark

Reggie took a deep breath, and stood. She wantgaiohim, and take him home to
Momma Love. He could have the bedroom upstairs adirttie spaghetti and ice cream
he could eat.

Instead, she nodded at the plane where Diannetasadisg in the door, waiting patiently.
He wiped his cheeks again. "I'll never see yourafjhie said, almost to himself. He

turned, and made a feeble attempt to straighteshslders, but he couldn't. He walked
slowly to the steps, and glanced back for oneldedt.
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Minutes later, as the plane taxied to the end eftimway, Clint eased to her side and
took her hand. They watched silently as it tookanftl finally disappeared in the clouds.

She wiped tears from both cheeks.



"I think I'll become a real estate lawyer," shalsdi can't take any more of this."
"He's quite a kid," Clint said.

"It hurts, Clint."

He squeezed her hand harder. "l know."

Trumann appeared quietly beside her, and the tifrdeem looked at the sky. She
noticed him, and pulled the micro-cassette tape finer pocket. "It's yours," she said. He
took it.

"The body is in the garage behind Jerome Cliffond'sse,"” she said, still wiping tears,
"886 East Brookline."

Trumann turned to his left and stuck a radio torhagith. The agents bolted for their cars.
Reggie and Clint did not move.

"Thanks, Reggie," Trumann said, now suddenly etmkrave.

She nodded at the distant clouds. "Don't thank stee"said. "Thank Mark."



